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LIFE OF COWPER. 



CHAPTER X. 



JVlR. Newtos had, in the suppressed Preface, hinted 
at his friend's malady ; " a hope," he said, " that the 
God whom he served would support him under his 
affliction, and at length vouchsafe him a happy delirer- 
ance, never forsook me. The desirable crisis, I trust, 
is now nearly approaching ; the dawn, the presage of 
returning day, is already arrived." 

" Your sentiments with respect to me," said Cow- 
per, " are exactly Mrs. Unwin's. She, like you, is 
perfectly sure of my deliverance, and often tells me so. 
I make but one answer, and sometimes none at all. 
That answer gives Aei'no pleasure, and would give ^ou 
^little ; therefore, at this time, I suppress it. It is 
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better, on every account, that they wbo interest them- 
selyea so deeply in that event, should believe the cer- 
tainty of it, than that they should nut. It is a comfort 
to thetn at least, if it is none to me ; and as I could not 
if I would, so neither would I if I could deprive them 
of it '." Gloomy as this language is, a blacker melan- 
eholy sometimes was manifested in his letters, ..as when 
he said to Mr. Newton, " I would, no more than you, 
wish to live such a life over again, but for one reason ; 
— he that is carried to execution, though through the 
roughest road, when he arrives at the destined spot, 
would be glad, notwithstanding the many jolts he met 
with, to repeat bis journey'." Again, " I do not at all 
doubt the truth of what you say, when you complain of 
that crowd of trilling thoughts that pesters you without 
ceasing ; but then you always have a serious thought 
Standing at the door of your imagination, hke a justice 
of peace with the riot act in his hand, ready to read it 
and disfKirse the mob. Here hes the difference between 
you and me. My thoughts are clad in a sober Uvery, for 
the most part as grave as that of a bishop's servants; 
ihey turn, too, upon spiritual subjects ; but the tallest 
fellow, and the loudest amongst tbem all, is he who is 
conlinually crying with a loud voice, Actum est de te; 
periisti! You wish for more attention, I for less. 
Dissipation itself would be welcome to me, so it were 
not a virious one ; but however earnestly invited, it is 
coy, and keeps at a distanced" 



Ton 



with Cowpcr upon bis own state of mind, 



perfectly reasonable as he was upon all other subjects. 






evidently hopeless. Mr. Newton thought it 
might be of some avail if he could induce >''ni to con- 
template something resembling it in another person ; 
and with this view he called his attention to the remark- 
of Simon Browne. This person, who was 
about the year 1680, at Shepton Mallet in Somer- 
ihire, and in 171(i had been chosen minister of the 
isenters' Meeting in the Old Jewry (" one of the 
it respectable among the Dissenters"), lost, in the 
1723, his wife and only son, and fell into a deep 
icholy, which ended in a settled persuasion that 
" he had fallen under the sensible displeasure of God, 
who had caused his rational aoul gradually to perish, 
and leR him only an animal life, in common with 
brutes ; BO that, though he retained the faculty of 
speaking in a manner that appeared rational to others, 
he had all the while no more notion of what he said 
than a parrot, — being utterly divested of conscious- 
ness. It was therefore," he said, " profane for him to 
prav, and incongruous to be present at the prayers of 
Resigning his ministry under this delusion, 
retired to his native place, and there amused him- 
with translating portions of the Greek and X^tin 
into English verse, and writing little pieces for 
the use of children. Then he undertook to compile a 
dictionary, which, he observed, was doing nothing that 
required a reasonable soul : but towards the close of 
life, he engaged earnestly in theological subjects, and 
iblished " A sober and charitable Disquisition con- 
ing the Importance of the Trinity;" " A fit Rebuke 
ludicrous Infidel, in Reply to one of Woulston's 
" and " A Defence of the Religion of Na- 
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ture and of the Christian Revelation, in answer to Tin- 
dal'a Christianity as old as the Cretition." Al! tlieae are 
said to be " well reasoned and dearly written pieces," 
and the latter " was allowed to be the hest which that 
controversy produced." He had prepared a Dedication 
for this to Queen Caroline, aa of all extraordinary 
things which had been tendered to her royal hands, 
the chief; not in itself, " but on account of the author, 
wliD, said he, is the first being of the kind, and yet with- 

' out a name. He was once a man, and of some little 
name, but of no worth, as his present unparalleled case 
makes but too manifest ; for by the immediate hand of 
an avenging God, hia very thinking substance has for 
more than seven years been continually wasting away, 
till it is wholly perished out of him, if it be not utterly 
gone to nothing. None, no not the least remembrance 
of its very ruins remains ; not the shadow of an idea 
is left ; nor any sense that so much as one single one, 
perfect or imperfect, whole or diminished, ever id 
appear to a mind within him, or was perceived by it. 

" Such a present," he continued, " from such a 
thing, however worthless in itself, may not be wholly 
unacceptable to your majesty, the author being such as 
history cannot parallel. And if the fact (which is real, 

' and no fiction, nor wrong conceit) obtain credit, it 
must he recorded as the most memorable and, indeed, 
astonishing event in the reign of George II. that a 
tract composed by such a thing was presented to the 

' illustrious Caroline, — his royal consort needs not be 
added ; fame, if I am not misinfonned, will tell that 
with pleasure to all succeeding times. — Such a case 
will certainly strike your majesty with astonishment. 



■'ted may rnise that commiseration in your royal breast, 
which he has in vain endeavoured to excit« in those of 
his iriends, who, by the most unreasonable and ill 
founded conceit in the world, have imagined, that a 
thinking being could, for seven years together, live a 
stranger to its own powers, exercises, operations, and 
state ; and to what the great God has liecu doing in it, 
and to it." 

The object of the Dedication was to request the 
queen's prayers in her " most retired address to the 
King of kings, that the reign of her beloved consort 
might be renowned to all posterity by the recovery of 
a soul in the utmost ruin, and restoration of one utterly 
lost at present amongst men ;" and to express a hope 
that her majesty would recommend his case to the 
piety and prayers of all the truly devout who had the 
honour to be known to her: •' many such," he says, 
" doubtless there are, though courts are not usually 
tie places where the devout resort, or where devotion 
reigns. And it is not improbable that multitudes of 
the pious throughout the land may take a cabc to heart 
that under your majesty's patronage comes thus recom- 
mended. Could such a favour as his restoration he 
obtained trom Heaven by the prayers of your majesty, 
with what a transport of gratitude would the recovered 
being throw himself at your majesty's feet, and, adoring 
tlie divine power and grace, profess himself, madam, 
your majesty's most obliged and dutiful servant," 

His friends found means to suppress this extraordi- 
nary epistle, " wisely considering," says Hawkesworth, 
[^tliat a book to which it should be prefixed would 
"nly he condemned without esamination ; for who 



I 
I 
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would have required stronger evidence of its iuutllitj 
than that the author appeared by his dedication to be 
mad ?" A copy however was made, and was transmit- 
ted more than twenty years afterwards to Dr. Hawkes- 
worth for insertion in the Adventurer', " as a literary 



curiosity, which 

of a repository wherei 

all the recorded delusi 



danger of being lost for want 
in it might be presen'ed." " Of 
( Dr. Aikin, " to wMch 
the huiaan mind is suhjeeted, none perhaps is more 
remarkable than this, mhieh apparently could not be 
put into a form of words for description nithout de- 
monstratively proving its fallacy." Mr. Newton seems 
to have hoped that Cowper could not fail to perceive 
this, and that in detecting a plain delusion in a case 
which in some respects striiingly resembled his own, 
he might he led to suspect himself of being in Hke 
manner self-deluded. Any such hope was destroyed 
by Cowper's reply. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON, 
»* DWB iBit-xD, MbtoIi 14, 1789. 

I was not unacquainted with Mr. Browne's extra- 
ordinary case, before you fevoured me with his letter 
and his intended dedication to the queen, though I am 
obliged to you for a sight of those two curiosities, 
which I do not recollect to have ever seen till you 
Bent them. I could, however, were it not a subject 
that would make us all melancholy, point out to you 
some essential differences between his state of mind 
and my own, which would prove mine to be by far the 
most deplorable of the two. I suppose no man would 



:, if he did not apprehend something singular in 
'. circumstances of his own story, something that 
minittes it irom that of every other man, and that 
I despair as an inevitable consequence. You 
may encounter his unhappy persuasion with as many 
instances 39 you please, of persons who, like him, 
having renoimccd all hope, were yet restored ; and 
y thence infer that he, like them, shall meet with a 
a of restoration ; but it is in vain. Every such 
vidual accounts himself an exception to all rules, 
I therefore the blessed reverse, that others have 
ppcrienced, affords no ground of comfortable expec- 
n to Aim. But you wil! say, it is reasonable to 
mclude that as all your predecessors in this vale of 
misery and horror have found themselves delightfully 
disappointed at last, so will you: — I grant the reason- 
ableness of it ; it would be sinful, perhaps, because 
uncharitable, to reason otherwise ; but an argument, 
hypothetical in its nature, however rationally con- 
ducted, may lead to a false conclusion; and in this 
instance, so will yours. But 1 forbear. For the cause 
above mentioned, I will say no more, though it is a 
subject on which I could write more than the mail 
would carry. I must deal with you as I deal with 
r Mrs. Unwin, in all our disputes about it, cutting 
i controversy short by an appeal to the event. 



[^ Simou Browne died' under this delusion, soon after 

[b dedication was written, in the fifty-second year of his 

n consequence of diseases brought upon him b»J 



I 
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sedentary life.andderaiiged spirits. The case resembled 
Cowper's, in his refusing; to join in any act of worship* 
public or private, in his feeling at first strong- tempta- 
tions to suicide, and afterwards becoming calm and com- 
posed, " even cheerful when not thinking of his own 
condition," and in his retaining his intellectual faculties 
in fiiU yigouT, There was tLis difference, that Browne, 
while he fancied himself deprived of aU mental power, 
engaged willingly in work which required close reason- 
ing ; and of this Cowper was afraid. " I caimot," said 
he, " bear much thinking. The meahes of that fine 
net-work, the brain, are composed of such mere spin- 
ners' threads in me, that when a long thought finds its 
way into them, it buzzes, and twangs, and bustles 
about at such a rate as seems to threaten the whole 
contexture'. A certain degree of occupation he found 
agreeable and salutary; but he understood hie own 
condition well enough to avoid any thing which re- 
quired laborious thought, or would produce in himself 
any strong and paiiifiil emotion. To Mr. Newton, 
(the correspondent to whom he wrote most gravely,) 
lie says, " I can compare this mind of mine to nothuig 
that resembles it more than to a board that is under 

' '* Being oace importuned to say grace at the table of B 
iiiend, he eicuiied himself ranny limea; but tbe request being 
■til] repelled, and ibe eompauy kept standing, be discovered 
evident tokens of distress; aod after some irresolute gestures 
and besitation, expressed witli gn^al fervour tbis ejaculatioi] : 
' Most merciful and Almighty Goii. lei thy Spirit wliicli mored 
apon the face of the walera when there was no light dewend 
that from thia darkness there may rise up a man to 
{naise Thee I ' " — Adventurer, No. 88, 
To ftlr. Newton, July li. 1780. 




EPPeCT OF SEASONS 

Ae carpenter's plane, (I mean, while 1 run writing to 
you ;) the shavings are my uppermost thoughts ; aft«r 
a few strokes of the tool it acquires a new surface ; 
tins i^aia, upon a repetition of his task, he takes off, 
and a new surface still sucteeda. Whether the shav- 
ings of the present day will he worth your acceptance, 
I know not. 1 am unfortunately made neither of cedar 
nor mahogany, but tttincutjiculnm, ifwtile lignum; 
consequently, though I should be planed till I am as 
this as a wafer, it will be but rubbish to the last^" 

Easterly winds, which are proverhially neither good 
for man nor beast, he thought unfavourable to him in 
all his occupations, especially tliut of writing. Dis- 
tnrbed sleep had the same effect. " Such nights," 
said he, " as I frequently spend are but a miserable 
prelude to the succeeding day, and indispose me above 
all things to the business of writing ; yet with a pen in 
my hand, if I am able to write at all, I find myself 
gradually relieved ; and as 1 am glad of any employ- 
ment that may serve to engage my attention, so espe- 
cnally I am pleased with an opportunity of conversing 
viith you, though it be but upon paper. This occupa- 
tion above all others assists me in that self^leception 
to which 1 am indebted for all the little comfort 1 

joy ; things seem to be as they were, and I almost 
that they never can be so again''." 

He believed that the moon affected him, and that 
there was no human being who did not more or less 
experience its effects. If she had auy crnhi among 
her acquaintance, he lold one of his friends, she would 
if she attended to them find them alw, 

i3, 17B0. " To Mrs. N.-wlon, June, 1780.1 
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peevish and ill-tompeTed at the new and full moon 
than at any other time; for he was sure it influenced 
die temper as well aa the brain, when either was at 
all disordered. Upon his own temper it had no effect, 
for that was equally sweet at all times, hut it hod a 
very perceptible one upon his spirits ; during the fidl 
moon he was observed to be always low, and " quite 
different to what he was at any other season"," It is 
possible that he may have been thus affected, because 
he expected to be so ; but the fact is certain, whether 
it be considered as the effect of imagination alone, or 
as a caae in proof of the old opinion concerning the 
influence of tlie moon upon lunatics. 

The effect waa upon his spirits, not upon his intel- 
lect, or temper; and the degree of apprehension with 
which he looked to the full of the moon, was not more 
than that wherewith he regarded an east wind. Btit 
he dreaded the return of that month in which his for- 
mer seizures bad occurred ; and his friends knowing 
this, dreaded it for him. Writing to Mr. Newton, he 
says, " When January returns, you have your feeling* 
concerning me, and such as prove the faithfulness of 
yonr friendship. I have mine also concerning myself, 
but they arc of a cast different from yours. Youra 
have a mixture of sympathy and tender aohcitude, 
which makes them, perhaps, not altt^ther unplea- 
sant. Mine, on the contrary, are of an unmixed na- 
ture, and consist simply, and merely, of the raost 
alanning apprehensions. Twice baa that month re- 
turned upon me, accompanied by such horrors as I have ■ 
no reason to suppose ever made part of the experience , 

'" Lady Hesketh'a Anecdotes, p. 61, 6'i. 
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y olher man. I accordingly look forward to it, 
and meet it, with a dread not to be imagined. I num- 
ber the nig'lits as they pass, and in ihe morning' biess 
myself that anotiier night is gone, and no harm has 
^^^^pened. 71118 may argue, perhaps, some imbecility 
^^vmind, and no small degree ol' it ; but it is natural, 
^^pbelieve, and so natural as to be necessary and un- 
^avoidable. I know that God is not ^vemed by 
secondary causes, in any of his operations ; and that, 
on the contrary, they are all bo many agents, in his 
hand, which strike only when he bids them. I know 
consequently that one month is as dangerous to me as 
another; and that in the middle of summer, at noon- 
day, and in tlie clear sunshine, I am, in reality, unless 
guarded by him, as much exposed, as when fast asleep 
at midnight, and in mid-winter. But we are not al- 
ways the wiser for our itnowledge, aud I can no more 
availmYself of mine, than if it were in the head of ano- 
ther man. and not in my own. I have heard of bodily 
aches and ails that have been particularly trouble- 
some when the season returned in which the hurt that 
occasioned them was received. The mind, 1 believe, 
(with my own, however, 1 am sure It is so,) is liable 
O similar periodical affection. But February is come ; 
luuary, my terror, is passed ; and some shades of the 
Mm that attended his presence have passed with 
I look forward with a little cheerfulness to the 
s and the leaves that will soon appear, and say to 
r, Till thoy turn ydlow I will make myself easy, 
B year will go round, and .January will approach. 
'l tremble again, aud 1 know it ; but in the mean 
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time I will be as comfortable as I can. Thus, in re- 
spect of pe^ce of mind, such a^ it is that I enjoy, I 
subsist, as the poor are vulgarly said to do, &om hand 
to mouth ; and, of a Christian, such as you once knew 
me, am, by a strangw transformation, become an Epi- 
curean philosopher, bearing this motto on my mind, — 
Quill sitfutarum crag, f age qummre ". 

When Cowpcr commenced author he fancied that 
as spring came on, what wilh walking and out-of- 
door avocations, he should find httle leisure for the 
pen ; in winter, perhaps, he might assume it again, 
but his appetite for fame he thought was not keen 
enough to combat with his love of fine weather, faiB 
love of indolence, and his love of gardening employ- 
ments". His inclination when he began to write 
verses after his recovery, and without any view to 
publication, bad been to indulge hi melancholy strains. 
At that time, speaking of the midsummer heat to 
Mr. Unwin, who had gone to the coast, he said to him, 
" We envy you your sea-breezes. In the garden we 
feel nothing but the reflection of tlie heal from the 
walls; and in the parlour, from the opposite bouses. 
I fancy Virgil was so situated when he wrote those 
two beautiful hnes, — 



-Ohm 
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The worst of it is, that though the sunbeams strike as 

forcibly upon my harp-strings as they did upon his, 

they elicit no such sounds, but rather produce such 

" Feb, 5, 17W. " To Mr, Newton, Aiiril H, 1781. 



MORAL SATIRE. 13 

J they are said to have drawn from those of 
the Btatuo of Meinnon "." Btit Mrs. Unwin had, with 
excellent judgement, suggested to him a apeciea of 
poetry, in which, of all others, at that time, he was 
likely to engage more willingly, and with most benefit 
\a himself. For a young and preGumptuous poet, (and 
presumptuousness is hut too naturally connected with 
the consciousness of youthful power.) a disposition to 
write satires is one of the most dangerous he can en- 
coun^. It tempts him to personalities, which are 
not always forgiven after he has repented and become 
ashamed of them ; it ministers to his self-eonceit \ if 
he takes the tone of invective, it leads him to be uncha- 
ritable: and if he takes that of ridicule, one of the 
most fatal habits which any one can contract, is that 
of looking at all tilings in a ludicrous point of view. 
Cowper was liable to none of these evil conseijuences. 
He had outlived the prejudices of the Westminster 
Club, and could see and acknowledge merit out of 
what had formerly been his own set. Whether or not 
time had produced any change in his political prepos- 
sessions, it had removed from pubHc life most of those 
peTsoDs who had been to him objects either of exag- 
gerated admiration, or ill-founded dislike. If his dwell- 
ing had indeed been 

■■ B lodge ID 



he could scarcely luive been more removed from all 
influences that might warp his judgement ; so little 
did he converse upon passing events and the actors who 

'■ Julj 17.177^. " Tusk. 
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were then fretting their hour upon the stage, and so 
little were hia thoughts directed towards them. He 
had the hope and the belief that he was usefully em- 
ployed, and the eoiiBciousncas that he was endeavour- 
ing to be 9o ; and his friends, on their part, might 
reasonably entertain a, persuasion that such an employ- 
nient would gradually produce a healthy state of mind, 
■ . that in proportion as he felt himself a humble, but 
willing and zealous instrument of good, he would cease 
to think it possible that, with such intentions and de- 
sires, he could be an object of particular reprobation. 

He had begun these moral satires with the ardoui 
of one whose heart was in his work. That ardoor 
abated somewhat in his progress. '" Retirement," lie 
says, " grows, but more slowly than any of its prede- 
cessors. Time was when I could with ease produce 
fifty, sixty, or seventy lines in a morning; now, I 
generally fall short of thirty, and am sometimes forced 
to be content with a dozen "." At first, too, the pros- 
pect of publication gave him little pleasure, and excited 
no expectation. " No man," said he, " ever wrote 
such a quantity of verse, as I have written this laet 
year, with so much indifference about the event, or 
rather with so little ambition of jiublic praise. My 
pieces are such aa may possibly be made useful. The 
more they are approved, the more likely they are to 
spread, and consequently the more likely to attain the 
end of usefiilness ; which, aa I said once before, ex- 
cept my present amusement, is the only end I propose. 
And even in the pursuit of this purpose, commendable 
as it is in itself, 1 have not the spur I should once 

" J'o Mr. iNewloii, Sfpt. IB, 17Bl. 



.. My labour must go unrewarded, and j 
Mr. R. once said, I am raising a acalTnld beforA 
bouse that others are to live in, and not I "." 

When the volume was within a sheet or two of % 
condusion, he expressed the same feeling to Mr. New- 
ton, " I sometimes feel such a perfect indifference, 
with respect to the public opinion of my book, that I 
am ready to flatter myself no ceuaure of reviewers, or 
other critical readers, would occasion me the smallest 
disturbance. But not feeling myself constantly pos- 
sessed of this desirable apathy, 1 am sometimes apt to 
suspect that it is not altogether sincere, or at least 
that I may lose it just in the moment when I may 
happen most to want it. Be it, however, as it may, I 
am still persuaded that it is not in their power to mor- 
tify me much. I have intended well, and performed 
to the best of my ability ; — so far was right, and this is 
a boast of which they cannot rob me. If they con- 
demn ray poetry, I must even say with Cervantes, 
' Let them do better if they can I' — if my doctrine, 
they judge that which they do not understand; I 
shall except to the jurisdiction of the court and plead 
Coram non j'udice. Even Horace could say he should 
neither be the plumper for the praise, nor the leaner 
for the condemnation of his reader ; and it will prove 
me wanting to myself indeed, if supported by so many 
Bublimer considerations than he was mast»^r of, I can- 
t loose to popularity, which like the wind bloweth 
i it listeth. and is equally out of our command. 
u, and two or three more such as you, say, well 
; it ought to give me more contentment, t 



I 
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I could earn Churchill'a laurels, and by the same 

But in composing these poems he ha.d learnt his 
own power, and had strengthened it; and that con- 
Bciousness made him look to fiiture exertion. " A 
French author," he ohserves to Mr. Unwin, Bays, 
" There ia aotnetliing very bewitching in authorship, 
and he that has written, will write again. If the critics 
do not set their foot upon this first egg that I have laid, 
and crush it, I shall probahly verify hia observation ; 
and when I feel my spirits rise, and that 1 am armed 
with industry sufficient for the purpose, undertake the 
production of another volume "." TTiree months after- 
wards he repeated this aaying to Mr. Newton, and 
commented upon it thus : " It may be so. I can sub- 
serihe to the former part of his assertion from my own 
experieoL'e, having never found an amusement, among 
the many I have been obUged to have recourse to, 
that so well answered the purpose for which I used it. 
The quieting and composing effect of it was such, and 
so totally absorbed have I sometimes been in n^ 
rhyming occupation, that neither the past nor the 
fiiture, — (those themes which to me are so fruitful ia 
regret at other times,) — had any longer a share in my 
contemplation. For this reason I wish, and have oft/Oi 
wished since the fit left me, that it would seize me 
agtun ; but hitherto I have wished it in vain. I see 
no want of subjects, but I feel a total disabiUty to 
discuss them. Whether it is thus with other writers, 
or not, I am ignorant, hut I should suppose my case 
[his respect a little peculiar. The vohiminouB 

" Feb. S, IJOS. '• Nov. 2'1, 17B1. 



's at least, whose vein of fancy seems itlways-fl 
have been rich in proportion to their occasions, cannot 
have been so unlike, and so unequal to themselves. 
There is this difference between my poetship and the 
generality of them, tbey have been ignorant how 
nmch they have stood indebted to aa Almig-hty power, 
for the exeruse of those talents they have supposed 
thrar own ; whu-reas I know, and know most per- 
I'ccily, and am perhaps to he taught it to the last, tliat 
my power to think, whatever it be, and con8e(|uently 
my power to compose, is, aa much as my outward 
form, afforded to me by the same hand that makes me 
in any respect to differ from a brute. Tliis lesson if 
not constantly inculcated might perhaps be forgottm, 
fcrt- least too sUghtly remembered"." 

■ere but few persons to whom Cm 
ented his volume ; Thurlow was oui 

" said he, " is an important character. Whfl^ 
is merits may be, the mere circumstance of 
Uiorship warriints his approach to persons whom 
tiernise, perhaps, he could hardly address without 
ked impertinent. He can do me no good. 
1 1 should happen to do him a bttle, I shall be a 
n than he"." With the volume he sent t lte 
Bowing letter : 

TO l.UttO THUBLOW. 

Ulnefi, Biicki. Fib. 25. 178». " 

I make no apology for what I account a duty ; 

" 1 offend against the cordiality of our fbrmt 

Sndship should I send a volume into the world, a 

, 16, 1T»M. =" To Mr. rnwin, Feb, 'li, 178*1 

Mfi. C. — S. c 
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forget how much I am hound to pay my particular 
respects to your Lordship upon that occasion. When 
we parted you httle thought of hearing from me again j 
and I as little that I should live to write to you, Btill 
less that I should wait on you in the capacity of an 
author. 

Among the pieces I have the honour to send, there 
is one for which I must entreat your pardon. 1 mean 
that of which your Lordahip w the subject. The hest 
excuse I con make is, that it flowed almost spontane' 
ously from the affectionate rememhrance of a con- 
nexion that did me so much honour. 

As to the rest, their merits, if they have any, and 
their defects, which are probably more than I am 
aware of, will neither of them escape your notice. 
But where there is much discernment, there is gene- 
rally much candour; and 1 commit myself into your 
Lordship's hands, with the less anxiety, being well 
acquainted with yours. 

If my first visit, at^er so long uii interval, should 
prove neither a troublesome nor a dull one, but espe- 
cially if not altogether an improfitable one, timne tuU 
puncium. 

I have the honour to be, though with very different 
impressions of some subjects, yet with the same senti- 
ments of affection and esteem as ever, your Lordship's 
faithful, and most obedient, humble servant, 

W-C. 



The style of this letter, eo different from that in 
which Cowper addressed liis correspondents, shows 
that, however highly he estimated the importance of 
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lor, he mas fully sensible of what was due to 
the (Ugnity of his old Iriead's station. Yet, if the 
Lord Chancellor had been a strunger, Cowper would 
uerer have presumed upon an author's privilege. Time. 
and change had not weakened his alfectionate regard 
for Thurlow ; and though some degree of pride may 
have contributed to keep it alive, as if some honour 
were reflected upon him by the elevation of one with 
whom, during so many years, he had lived in familiar 
intercourse, the prevailing motive was undoubtedly 
tliat feeling of kindness which the rcmexobrance of 
former times produced. He looked for a letter from 
Thurlow with more anxiety than he expected the 
opinion of periodical critics, or of the public. " Whe- 
ther," he says to Mr. Unwin, " I shall receive any 
answer from his Chancellorship or not, is at present 
in amhiguo, and will probably continue in the some 
state of ambiguity much longer. He is so busy a 
man, and at Ibis time, if the papers may be credited, 
90 particularly busy, that 1 am forced to mortify 
myself with the thought, that both my book and my 
letter may be thrown into a comer, as too insignificant 
for a statesman's notice, and never found till bis exe- 
cutor finds them. The affair, however, is neither ud 
my Hliitum nor his. I have sent him the truth, and 
the truth which I know he is ignorant of". He that 
put it into the heart of a certain eastern monarch to 
amuse himself in sleepless nights with listening to the 
records of his kingdom, is able to give birth to such 
unother occasion in Lord T'hurlow's 
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inspirp him with a curiosity to know what he 
received from a friend he once loved and vahied". 
Anothef fortnight elapsed, and in reply to bi 
favourahle opinions which Mr. Unwin hai 
Cated, Cowper observes, " Alas, we shall never receive 
such commendations from him on the woolsack I He 
has great abilities, but no rehgion. Mr. Hill told hira 
some time since, that 1 was going- to publish ; to wliieh 
piece of information, so far aa I can IcarUj he returned 

I no answer, for Mr. Hill has not reported any to me. 
He had afterwards an opportunity to converse with 
him in private, hut my poor authorship was not so 
much as mentioned; whence I learn two lessons; 
first, that however important I may be in my own 
eyes, 1 am very insignificant in his ; and, secondly, 
that I am never likely to receive any acknowledgement 
of the favour I have conferred upon his lordship, 
either under his own hand, or by the means of a third 
person ; and, consequently, that our intercourse has 
ceased for ever, for I shall not have such another 
opportunity to revive it'^." 

Cowper had sent his volume to Colman also, one of 

I the few surviving members of their Club. Thornton 
was dead ; he died at the age of forty-four, having been 
married only four years, and leaving a widow and three 
children. His death was a great loss to literature, as 
well as to his family and friends. Notwithstanding the 
change which had taken place in C'owper'a views and ' 
s way of life, tbe feelings of old intimacy were not I 

I dead in him ; and believing that they were only dormant 
1 others, he expected that they would be awakened 



in Colinan, who, next to Hill, seems to have had a. 
higher place in his aflectioiia than any other member 
ijf the Club. But Colman, like Thurlow, never thanked 
him ibr his book ; mid their silence was au indvility 
^^aa well as an unkindness, which Cowper'a nature was 
^MlOO sensitive to bear, without giving some vent to 
^P^ia wounded feelings. At first he had made those 
Dxcuees for them, which a man readily devises when he 
fears to find a friend in fault ; but when month after 
month had passed away, and it could no longer he 
doubted that he was neglected by both, he poured 
forth some indignant verses, which he sent to his friend 
Unwin, laying him under no other injunction concern- 
ing them, except tliat they were not for the press. 
" The unkind behaviour of our acquaintance," said he, 
" though it is possible that in some instances it may 
not much affect our liappiness, nor engross many of 

Ieor thoughts, will sometimes obtrude itself upon us 
piih a degree of importunity not easily resisted; and 
jBien, perhaps, though almost insensible of it before. 
We feel more than the occasion will justify. In such 
i| moment it was that I conceived tliis poem, and gave 
iDOse to a degree of resentment, which, pcrba])s, I 
Aught not to have indulged, but which, in u coaler 
hour, I cannot altogether condemn. My former inti- 
macy with the two characters was such, that I could 
not but feel myself provoked by the n^lect with which 
y both treated me on a late occasion. So much by 
f of preface"." 

itself is one of those pieces which may 

i properly be inserted in the biography of au 

*, dian placed among his works, were it only for 

" Nov. 10, 1703. 
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this cause, that they are read to more advantage when 
the circumstances which gave birth to them are fully 
understood, and fresh in the reader's mind. The 
latter half only was published by Hayley; there ifi 
now no reason for suppressing the former. 

THE VALEDICTION. 

Farewf.ix, false hearts ! whose bost affections fail. 
Like shallow brooks which summer suns exhale ; 
Forgetful of the man whom once ye chose, 
Cold in his cause, and careless of his woes ', 
1 bid you both a long and last adieu ! 
Cold in my turn, and unconcem'd like you. 

First farewell Niger ! whom, now duly proved, 

I disregard as much as I have loved. 

Your brain well furnished, and your tongue well taught 

To press with energy your ardent thought, 

Your senatorial dignity of face, 

Sound sense, intrepid spirit, manly grace. 

Have raised you high as talents can ascend. 

Made you a peer, but spoilt you for a friend ! 

Pretend to all tliat parts have e*er acquired ; 

Be great, be feared, be envied, be admired ; 

To fame as lasting as the earth pretend. 

But not hereafter to the name of friend ! 

I sent you verse, and, as your lordship knows, 

Back'd with a modest sheet of humble prose ; 

Not to recall a promise to your mind, 

Fulfill'd with ease had you been so inclined, 

But to comply with feelings, and to give 

Proof of an old affection still alive. 

Your sullen silence serves at least to tell 

Your alter'd heart j and so, my lord, farewell ! 

Next, busy actor on a meaner stage, 
Amusement-monger of a trifling age, 
Illustrious histrionic patentee, 
Tereutius, once my friend» farewell to thee ! 



TOE VALEDICTION', 

To£t tlieeforanablerpoittlion tl.ine, 
M'lia, born a gputlemui, ha«r sliwp'il too low, 
To lire by buskin, sock, and rHiee-Bhow. 
Thj acboolfellow, and psriner of thy plsja, 
Wlien Nichol swung the bireh and twined the biji, 
And faaving Icuown thee bearded and full grown, 
The weekly cen&or df a laugliing town, 
I thought llie lolume I pteaumed to send. 
Graced with tliii name a^ a long-Bbsenl friend, 
Mi^ht pruTO a welcome gift, and loucb iMne heut, 
Not hard by nature, in a feeling purl. 
Bat tbuu it seeiBi, (what cannot grandeur do, 
Thnogh but a dream I ) art grown diEdainful too; 
And ainitting in tliy school of cjueens and klng^, 
Wlio (ret their hour and are foigottoa tliiiig<i, 
Hastcaaghl the cold diatemper ofthe day, 
And, like his lordbhip, cast [hy frieud away. 

Oh friendship '. cordial of the human breast ', 
So little felt, so fen-eutly profeaaed I 
Thy blossoma deck our unsuspec ting years i 
The promise of delicious fruit appekrs : 
We hog tlie hopes of constancy and truth, 
Such is the folly of our dreaming youth ^ 
But aoon, alas 1 detect the rash mistake 
That sangnine inexperience lores to make; 
And iriew with leers the' eipecled harrest lost, 
Decay'd by time, or wither'd by a frost. 
Whoever nudertnkes a friend's great part 
Sbonid be renew"d in nature, pure in heait, 
Prepared for martyrdom, and strong to prove 
A thousand ways the force of genuine lore. 
Hb may be call'd to give up health and gain. 
To' ejithangB content for trouble, ease for pain, 
To echo sigh for sigh, and groan for groan, 

The heart of man, for such a task too frail. 
When too^i relied on, is moat sore to fail ) 
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And, summon'd to partake its fellow's woe> 
Starts from its office, like a broken bow. 

Votaries of business, and of pleasure, prove 
Faithless alike in friendship and in love. 
Retired from all the circles of the gay. 
And all the crowds that bustle life awav. 
To scenes where competition, envy, strife. 
Beget no thunder-clouds to trouble life. 
Let me the charge of some good angel find. 
One who has known and has escaped mankind ; 
Polite, yet virtuous, who has brought away 
The manners, not the morals, of the day : 
With him, perhaps with her, (for men have known 
No firmer friendships than the fair have shown,) 
Let me enjoy, in some unthought-of spot, 
All former friends forgiven, and forgot, 
Down to the close of life's fast fading scene. 
Union of hearts, without a flaw between. 
'Tis grace, 'tis bounty, and it calls for praise. 
If God give health, that sunshine of our days ; 
And if he add, a blessing shared by few. 
Content of heart, more praises still are due : 
But if he grant a friend, that boon possessed 
Indeed is treasure, and crowns all the rest ; 
And giving one, whose heart is in the skies. 
Born from above, and made divinely wise. 
He gives, what bankrupt Nature never can. 
Whose noblest coin is light and brittle man. 
Gold, purer far than Ophir ever knew, 
A soul, an image of himself, and therefore true. 

" You say you felt my verses," Cowper says in re- 
ply to Mr. Unwin's remarks upon them. " I assure 
you that in this you followed my example, for I felt 
them first. A man's lordship is nothing to me any 
further than in connexion with qualities that entitle 
him to my respect. If he thinks himself privileged by 
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i, aai treats me with ne^^lect, I am hb humble servant, 
and shall never be at a loss to render him un equivii- 
lenti I am, however, most angry with the manager. 
He has published a hook since he received mine, and 
haa not Touchaafed to send it me; a requital which 
good manners, not to sav the remembrance of former 
firieudshipi ought to have suggested. 1 will not bow- 
ever belie my knowledge of mankind so much as to 
seem surprised at treatment which I had abundant 
reason to expect, To these men with whom I was 
ite, and for many years, I am no longer 
ttecessary, no longer convenient, or in any respect an 
object, 'lliey think of me as of the man in the moon ; 
psd whether I have a lantern, a d(^, and a faggot, 
whether I have neither of those desirable accom- 
is to ihem a matter of perfect indifference. 
I thai point we are agreed, our indifference is 
d were I to publish ogajn, which is not 
npossible, I should give them a proof of it ^." 

er of good counsel, Cowper said he wished 
) please all ; but as an author he Suttered liimgelf 
t he was perfectly indifferent to the judgement of 
Kcept the few who were really judicious. He had 
aaed those persous whom he was most desirous of 
Meaaing; Mrs. Unwin, who saw tlie poems in their 
; Mr. Newton, by whom they were criticised 
D the way to the press ; and Mr. Unwiu, with whom 
B corresponded as with a friend anil brother. No- 
e the publication of the volume, he said, had 
HO much pleasure as Ai> favourable opmion. 
f The circumstance, however, bi your It^tter, which 
e most, was, that you wrote iu high spirits, 

" Nov. 34, 1783. 
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and though you said much, siippresBed more, lest you 
should hurt my delicacy. My delicacy is obliged to 
you ; but you observe it is not so Bqueamish but that 
after it has feasted upon praise expressed, it can find 
a comfortable dessert in the contemplation of praise 
implied. I now feet as if I should be glad to begin 
another volume ; but from the will to the power is a 
step too wide for nie to take at present; and the sea- 
son of the year brings with it so many avocations into 
the garden, where I am my own Jvctotum, that I have 
little or no leisure for the quill™." Ad unfavourable 
account of his book, in the Critical Review, somewliat 
dejected him, though he considered that those re- 
viewers could not read, without prejudice, a volume 
replete with opinions and doctrines contrary to their 
own. But without prejudice on the score of opinions, 
and without individual ill will, or the envious disposi- 
tion which not unfi-equently produces the same effect, a 
dull critic or a pert one is generally ready enough to 
condemn what he wants heart to feel, or understanding' 
to appreciate. This reviewa! of Cowpor's first volume, 
is one of those defunct criticisms whlcli deserve to b£ 
disinterred and gibbeted for the sake of example. 

" These poems are written, as we learn from the 
title-page, by Mr, Cowper, of the Inner Temple, who 
seems to be a man of a sober and reUgious turn of 
mind, with a benevolent heart, and a serious wish to 
inculcate the precepts of morality ; he is not, however, 
possessed of any superior abilities, or power of genius, 
requisite to so arduous an undertaking ; his verses are 
n general weak and languid, and have neither novelty. 






to recommend them ; that medio- 



Sity, 90 severely condemned by Horace, Nun Dii 
noa hrminex, &c. pervades the whole ; and wliilst the 
author avoids every thmg that is ridiculous or con- 
temptible, he. at the same time, never rises to any 
thing that we can commend or admire. He says what 
is incontrovertible, and what has already been said 
over and over, with much gravity, but says nothing 
new, sprightly, or entertaining; travelling on a plain, 
level, flat road, with great composure, almoat through 
the whole long and tedious volume, which is little 
^tter than a dull sermon, in very indifferent verse, 

B Truth, the Progress of Error, Charity, and some 
r grave suligerts. If this author had followed the 
i given by Caraccioli, and which he has chosen 

r one of the mottoes prefixed to these poems, he 
\AA have clothed his indisputable truths in some 

feeoming disguiie, and rendered his work much more 
agreeable. In its present shape we cannot compUment 
lim on its shape or beauty ; for, as this bard himself 

leeelfy sings, — 

TUb clnar Larangue. and cold rb it is clear, 
Falla soponfii' on ch« lii>ll?sii cor"." 
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■• He that misses liis end," saya Dr. Johnson, " will 

IS much pleased as he tbat altiiinfi it, pven 

when he can impute no part of hia failure to himself." 

Cowper, however, was more than compensated for this 

transient mortification, when one of hia friends, \riio 

had sent the book to Dr. Franklin (then in France}, 

tranamitted to him the letter whiLh he had received in 

return™. " The relish," said Franklm, " for reading 

of poetry hod long since left me , hut there is Bome- 

thing here so new in the nianner, so eusy and yet eo 

correct in the langnage, so clear m the expression, yet 

lid so just in the sentiment, that I have read 

the whole with great pleasure, and some of the pieces 

more than once." " We may now," said Cowper, 

'^ treat the critics as the Archbishop of Toledo treated 

I Gil Bias, when he found fault with one of his ser- 

I mons. His grace gave him a kick, and said, ' Begone 

I for a jackanapes I and furnish yourself with a better 

JUte, if you know where to find it.' " 

In that vein of natural pleasantry which charac* 

' tenses his letters, and especially those to Mr. Unwin, 

he says to that friend, •' Before I had published, I said 

to myself — you and I, Mr, Cowper, will not concern 

ourselves much about what the critics may say of our 

book I Dut having once sent ray wits for a venture, I 

ime anxious about the issue, and found that I 

' could not be satisfied with a warm place in my own 

gw)d graces, unless my friends were pleased with me 

as much as I pleased myself. Meeting with their 

approbation, I began to feel the workings of ambition. 

It is well, said I, that my friends are pleased, but 

" Alny -27. 



■IHeniis are sometimes partial, anil mine, I have reason 
to think, are not altt^ether free from bias. Methinbs 
I should like to hear a stranger or two speak well of 
me. 1 was presently gratified by tLe approbation of 
the London Mn^ozine, and the Gentleman's, particu- 
larly by that of the former, and by the plaudit of 
Dr. franklin. By the way, magazines are pubhca- 
tions we hare but Httle respect ftir, till we ourselves 
are chronicled in them, and then they assmne an im- 
portance in our esteem which before we could not 
allow them. But the Monthly Review, the most for- 
midable of alt my judges, is still behind. What will 
that critical Rhadamaflthus say, when my shivering 
g enius shall appear before him ? Still he keeps me in 
^■^pt water, and 1 must wait anotlier month for his 
^^fcvard. Alas ! when 1 wish for a favourable sentence 
^^BOni that quarter (to conl'ess a weakness that I should 
not confess to all), I feel myself not a httle influenced 
by a tender regard to my reputation here, even among 
my neighbours at Ohiey. Here are watchmiikerg, who 
themselves are wits, and who at present, perhaps, think 
me one. Here is a carpenter and a baker, and not to 
mention others, here is jour idol Mr. Teedon, whose 
smile is fame. All these read the Monthly Review, 
and all these will set me down for a dunce if those 
terrible critics ahouid show them the example. But, 
Ob I wherever else I am accounted dull, dear Mr. 

riffitha. let me pass for a genius ut OIney ™ I" 
f Johnson wished Mr. Unwin lo review hia friend's 
n this journal which, by its undisputed authority, 
) mark him for honour or dishonour at Olney; 
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and not at Olney alone, but among all that clasa of 
readers who received their opinions upon cnrrent Ute- 
rature, once a month, ready made. Cowper seconded 
the solicitation, " Doubt not," said he, " your abilities 
for the task which Johnson would recommend to you. 
The reviewers are such fiery Soeinians, that they hare 
leas charity for a man of my avowed principleB, than a 
Portugueze for a Jew. They may possibly find here 
and there somewhat to commend, but will undoubtedly 
reprobate the doctrines, pronounce me a methodist, 
and, by so doing, probably check the sole of the vo- 
lume, if not suppress it. Wherein consista your diffi- 
culty ? Your private judgement once made public, 
and the world made acquainted with what you think 
and what you feel while you read me by the fireside, 
the business is done ; I am reviewed, and my book 
forwarded in its progress by a judicious recommenda- 
tion. In return, write a book, and I will be your 
reviewer ; thus we may hold up each other to public 
admirntion, and turn our friendship to good account. 
But, seriously, I think you perfectly qualified for the 
undertaking ; and if you have no other objection to it 
than what arises from sell'-distruat, am persuaded you 
need only make the experiment to confirm yourself*." 
If Mr. Unwin consented, he kept his own secret. 
The reviewal, when it appeared, was so judicious, that 
it might be suspected to be bis, if it were not likely 
that he would have enkrged more upon the merits of 
a Iriend whom he loved so dearly. The little that waft 
said was singularly appropriate. " What Pope," it 
has remarked of women, may, by a very ap- 
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cable parody, be said of the general run of modem 

Moat pnls Iiave do (^Lataotei tX all ; 
being, for the chief part, only echoes of those who 
have sung before them. For while not only their 
seatinients and diction are borrowed, but their very 
modes of thinking as well as versification are copied 
from tbc said models, discrimination of character must 
of course bo scarcely perceptible. Confining them- 
selves like pacUhorsee to the same beaten track and 
uniformity of pace, and like them, too, having their 
bells trom the same shop, they go jingling along in 
iminterrupted unison with each other. Tliis, however, 
is not the ease with Mr. Cowper ; he is a poet «ui 
ffeHeria; for as his notes are peculiar to himself, he 
classes not with any known species of bards that have 
preceded him ; his style of composition, as well as his 
modes of lliinking, are entirely his own. The ideas 
with which his mind seems to have been either en- 
dowed by nature, or to have been enriched by learning 
and reflection, as they lie in no regular order, so are 
they proraiacuously brought forth as they accidentally 
present themselves. Mr. Cowper's predominant turn 
of mmd, though serious and devotional, is at the same 
time drily humorous and sarcastic. Hence, his very 
reli^on has a smile that is arch, and his salhea of 
humour an air that is rehgious ; and yet, motley as is 
the mixture, it is so contrived as to be neither ridi- 
culous nor disgusting. His versilication is almost as 
singular as the materials upon which it is employed, 
s only to give each image its due prominence 
i relief, he has wasted no unnecessary attention 
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on grace or embellishment ; his language, therefore, 
though neither strikingly humorous nor elegant, is 
plain, forcible, and eicpreBsiv-e." 

A fair extract from " Retirement " v/aa then pro- 
duced as " a specimen of this singular writer's 
ner;" and this was followed by the passage from 1 
" Hope" concerning the Greenland" Missionaries, as 
not only marking, it was said, the bias of the writer's 
mind, but showing also that he tan, when he choosefl, 
he el^ant and poetical." This was all. 

This was fair and discriminating praise, but it was , 
scanty. It saved the author's credit with hia ne^li- i 
hours, hut was not the sort of commendation hy which J 
the sale of the book mas likely to be promoted. Cow- ] 
per said the Monthly Reviewer had satisfied him wril 
enough ; and as this was said to Mr. Unwin it would 
be proof enough that he was not the critic, even if the 
meagrenesB of the article had not shown that it came 
trom one who took no interest in the success of the 
volume. In a letter written about this time to the 
same friend, he saya, " You tell me you have been 
asked if I am intent upon another volume ? I reply i 
Not ut present; not being convinced that I have met 
with sufficient encouragement. I account myself happy 
in having pleased a ftrnr, but am not rich enough to 
despise the many. I do not know what sort of a iiiar< 
ket my commodity has found ; but if a slack one, I 

" The aeleclian of chii pBBsae^e ii^ads me to Buppose lli«t it I 
may have beeo writteu h r 1\1 r. Lstmbe ; liewas kouivii bathto | 
~ ~ Neman ond Dr. JohiiBon, and is likoly to Imve bee 
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must beware bow I make a aecoDd attempt. My book- 
Belier will not be wiUing ta incur a certain loss ; and I 
little afford it^." 

Month ader month elapsed; bis friends praised bis 
him, and reported the praise of others, but 
■e came no tidings of the sale. " My dear William," 
to Unwin, " I feel myself sensibly obliged by 
tiie inteTest you take in the success of my productions. 
Your feelings upon the subject are such as I should 
have myself, had I an opportunity of calling Johnson 
aside to make the inquiry you propose. But I am 
pretty well prepared for the worst, and so long as I 
have the opinion of a few capable judges in my favour, 
and am thereby convinced that I have neither dis- 
graced myself nor my subject, shall not feel myself 
disposed to any extreme anxiety about the sale. To 
aim with success at the spiritual good of mankind, and 
to become popular by writing upon scriptural subjects 
were on unreasonable ambition, even for a poet, to 
entertain in days bke these. Verse may have many 
charms, but has none powerful enough to conquer the 
aversion of a dissipated age to such instruction. Ask 
the question, therefore, boldly, and be not mortified 
though he should shake his bead and drop his 
for it is no more than we have reason to expect. 

''e will lay the tault upon the vice of the times, and 
'yre will acquit the poet"," 

But it had become necessary for him to employ him- 
self m composition. In a letter written three years 
after this lime, he says, " When I was writing my first 
Tolume, and was but just beginning to emerge from a 
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state of melancholy that had continued some years (&om 
which, by the way, I do not account myaelt' even now 
delivered), Mrs. Unwin insisted on my relinquishing 
the pen, apprehending consequeacea injurioua to my 
health. When ladiee innist, you know there is an end 
of the business ; obedience on our part becomes neces- 
sary; I accordingly obeyed ; but having lost my fiddle, 
. I became pensive and unhappy ; she therefore restored 
it to me, convinced of its utility ; and from that day to 
this, I have never ceased to scrape"." It had tkus 
been proved by experience, that exercise of mind as 
well as body was indispensably requisite for his well- 
being ; and experience had also shown how important 
it was that the subjects upon which he employed him- 
self should not produce in him any degree of passionate 
excitement. 

When Mr. Unwin wrote to Cowper that his wife 
had been moved both to smiles and tears hj his poetry, 
Cowper replied, " I should do myself much wrong' 
were I to omit mentioning the great complacency with 
which I read this account. If she had Aristotle by 
heart, I should not esteem her judgement so highly, 
were she defective in point of feeling, as I do, and 
must esteem it, knowing her to have such feelings as 
Aristotle could not communicate, and as half the 
readers in the world are destitute of. This it is that 
makes me aet so high a price upon your mother's 
opinion. She ia a critic by nature and not by rule, 
and has a perception of what is good or bad in compo> 
sition, that I never knew deceive her; insomuch that 
when two Eorts of expression have pleaded equally for 

" To Laily iJeskelh, Dei:. 15, Miib. 
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Ihc precedence in my own e»teem, and I have referred, 
as in such cases I always did, the decision of the point 
to her, 1 nevff knew her at a loss for a. just one"." 

Were 1 to say that a poet finds his best advisers 
among his female friends, it would be speaking from 
my own experience, and the greatest poet of the age 
would confirm it by his. But never was any poet 
more indebted to such friends than Cowper. Had it 
not been for Mrs, Unwin, he would probably never 
have appeared in his own person as an author ; had it 
not been for I^ady Austen, he would never have been 
a popular one. The most fortunate incident in his 
literary life was that which mtroduced him to this 
lady. She had now disposed of the lease of her 
house in London, and had taken up her abode in the 
vican^^e. The door which Mr. Newton had opened 
firom his garden into his friend's again became in use; 
I captivating," says Hayley, " was her society 
Cowper and to Mrs. Unwin, that these inti- 
itc neighbours might be almost said to make oue 
lily, as it became their custom to dine always toge- 
ther, allemat^ily in the houses of the two ladies." 
His letters were now not only expressive of content, 
of enjoyment : " I am glai" he says to Mr, Hiil. 
<ur health is such that you liave nothing more In 
iplain of thwi may be expec(«d on the down-hill 
of life. If mine is better than yours, it is to be 
ibuted, I suppose, prindpoUy, to the constant enjoy- 
country air and retirement, — the most perfei^t 
Jarity in matters of eating, drinking, undslei-puig, — 
a happy emancipation from every thing that weurs 

« ftlareli IH, 178^, 



the face of business. 1 lead the life I always wished 
for ; and the single circumstance of dependence ex- 
cepted (which, between ourselves, is very contrary hi 
my predominant humour and disposition), have do 
want left broad enough for another wish to sUmd 
Upon"." Another letter describes the way in nhichlus 
eveiiings were spent at this time. 

TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 
HY DEAE miENr, Dec, 7, 17BS. 

At seven o'clock this evening, being the seventh 
of December, I imagine I see you in your box at the 
coffee-house. No doubt the waiter, as ingenious and 
adroit as his predecessors were before him, raises the 
tea-pot to the ceiUng with his right hand, while in his 
left the tea-cup descending almost to the floor, receives 
a limpid stream, — limpid in its descent, hut no sooner 
has it reached its destination, than &othing and foam- 
ing to the view, it becomes a roaring syllabub. Thia 
is the nineteenth winter since I saw you in this situa- 
tion ; and if nineteen more pass over me before I die, 
I shall still remember a circumstance we have often 
laughed at. 

How different is the complexion of your evenings 
and mine I yours, spent amid the ceaseless hum that 
proceeds from the inside of fifty noisy and busy peri- 
wigs ; mine, by a domestic fireside, in a retreat as 
silent as retirement can make it ; where no noise is 
made but what we make for our own amusement. For 
instance, here are two rustics, and your hmnble servant 
a company. One of the ladies has been playing on 
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> harpBichord, while I, with the nthpr, liave heen 
laying at battledore and shuttlecock. A little dog, in 
ji time, howling under the chair of the former, 
rporformcd, in the vocal way, lo admiration. This 
aitertainment over, I began my letter, and having 
nothing more important to communicate, have given 
you an account of it. I know you love dearly to be 
idle, when you can find an opportunity to be so ; but 
OS such opportunities are rare with you, I thought it 
possible that a short description of the idleness I enjoy 

In^ht ^ve you pleasure. The happiness we cannot 
nil our own, we yet seem to possess, while we eympa- 
fluse with our friends who can. 
pent; 
|ice i 
oar so 






;ene of the most uninterrupted retjre- 
s to Mr. Unwin, " we have passed at 
nee into a state of constant engagement. Not that 
our sodety is much multiplied; the addition of an in- 
dividual hsa made all this difference. Lady Aust«n 
and we pass our days alternately at each other's cha- 
teau. In the morning I walk with one or other of the 
ladies, and in the afternoon wind thread. Tliua did 
Hercules, and thus probably did Samson, and thus do 
I ; and were both those heroes living, I should not fear 
to challenge them to a trial of skill in that business, 
or doubt to beat them both. As to killing lions and 
other amusements of that kind, with which they were 
so delighted, I should be their humble servant and 
beg to be excused"." 

For a while Lady Austen's conversation had as 
happy un cfFett upon the melancholy spirit of Cot 
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as the harji of David upon Saul. Whenever the cloud 
seemed to be coming over him, her sprighlly^ powers 
were exerted to diapel it. One afternoon*, when lie 
appeared more than usually depressed, she told him 
t^e story of John Gilpin, which had been told to her 
in her childhood, and which, in her relation, tickled 
his fancy aa much as it has that of thousands and tens 
of thousands since, in his. The next morning he said 
to her thai he had been kept awake during the greater 
part of the night by thinking of the story and laughing at 
it, and that he had turned it into a ballad. The ballad 
was sent to Mr. Unwin", who said, in reply, thai it had 
made him laugh tears. " As to the famous horse- 
man," Cowpcr repMcd, " he and his feats are an inex- 
httustible source of merriment. At least we find him 
BO ; and seldom meet without refreshing ourselves with 
the recollection of them. You are perfectly at liberty 
to deal with thera as you please. Auctore tantwm 
ttnonymo, imprimantur ; and when printed, send me 
a. copy"." It was sent accordingly to the PubUc Ad- 
vertiser. " I little thought," said Cowper, " when I 
was writing the history of John Gilpin, that he would 
appear in print ; I intended to laugh and to make two 
or three others laugh, of whom you were one. But 
now all the world laugh, at least if they have the same 
relish for a tale ridiculous in itself, and quaintly told, 
as we have. Well, they do not always laugh so inno- 
cently, and at so smalt an expense, for in a world 

» Hajlej, i. 312. " Oct. 4702, 

This madusiTip'i iii Co*psr'a lieautiful Imnd, ia One of the 
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^ke thia, abounding with subjects for satire, and with 
satirical wits to marli them, a laugh that hurts nobody 
has at least the grace of novelty to recommend it. 
Swift's darling motto waa, Vine la biigatelle ; a, good 
wish for a philosopher of his complexion, the greater 
part of whose wisdom, wbencesuever it cauie, most 
certainly came not from above. Z,a bagatelle has no 
enemy in roe, though it has neither so warm a friend 
nor so able a one, as it had in him. If 1 triHe, and 
merely trifle, it is because I am reduced to it by neces- 
sity,- a mekucholy that nothing else so effectually 
disperses, engages me sometimes in the arduous task 
of being merry by forae. And, strange, as it may 
most ludicrous lines I ever wrote have been 
the saddest mood, and but for that saddest 
lood, perhaps, had never been written at all." 
Gilpin did not immediately become glorious, and 
Cowper, satisfied with amusing himself and his friend, 
little anticipated what a race of popularity the famous 
horseman was to run. The ballad waa a species of 
poetry of which he had ever been fond, and to which, 
he said, more than to any other he should have 
addicted himself, if graver matters had not called him 
another way. His only tragic piece of this kind is 
Dirge for the Koyal Geot^e, and he was beholden 
Lady Austen, if not for this subject also, for the 
ich induced him to choose it. It was com- 
posed to suit an air which she frequently played on the 
harpsichord ; and he thought it a disadvantage that the 
air obliged him to write in Alexandrines, a measure 
fhich he supposed could suit no ear but a French 
this he was mistaken; and though be in- 



. tended nothing more than that the subject and the 
words should be sufficiently accommodated to the 
music, be pleased himself, and has plea.5ed, and will 
please, all to whom it has or hereaiter shall be recited 
or Biing. 

Another, and it is one of the playfuUest and most 
characteristic of hia pieces, was in like manner com- 
posed to be set aad sung by the Sister Anne of those 
halcyon days. No other woman was ever made the 
subject of two poems so different, and each so original 
and perfect in its kind, as the Mary of this ballad, 

THE DISTRESSED TRAVELLERS; 



LABOUR IN VAIN". 
reltiat Nea Sang, In a Tune ntvn- IHHg befiin 



I sing of a journey to Clifton, 

We would have perform'd if we tould. 
Without cut 01 burow lo lift on 

Pool Maiy and me tbrough the mud. 
Slee sla stud, 
Stuck in the mud, 
O it ia piettjr to wade tbrough a Bood ! 



So awsf we went, slipping and sliding, 

Hop, bop, a la mode de dnii froga. 
'Tis Dear as good waikiug as cidjug, 

When ladies are dreaa'd in Iheii clogs, 

" This poem, which waa publiihed inlhe Monthly Magaiine 
ir January, 1808, baa heea overlooked in every edition of 
'a poeou from that time. 
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Wheels, no doubt. 
Go briskly about, 
But they clatter and rattle, and make such a rout ! 

3. 

She. 

Well ! now I protest it is charming ; 

How finely the weather improves ! — 
That cloud, though, is rather alarming ; 

How slowly and stately it moves ! 

He. 

Pshaw ! never mind ; 
'Tis not in the wind ; 
We are travelling south, and shall leave it behind. 

4. 

She. 

I am glad we are come for an airing. 

For folks may be pounded and penn'd, 
Until they grow rusty, not caring 

To stir half a mile to an end. 

He. 

The longer we stay. 
The longer we may; 
It*s a folly to think about weather or way. 

5. 

She. 

But now I begin to be frighted : 

If I fall, what a way I should roll ! 
I am glad that the bridge was indicted. — 

Stop ! stop ! I am sunk in a hole ! 

He. 

Nay, never care ! 
'Tis a common a£^ ; 
You'll not be the last that will set a foot there. 
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6. 
She. 

Let me breathe now a little, and ponder 

On what it were better to do, 
That terrible lane, I see yonder, 

I think we shall never get through ! 

He. 
So think I ; 
But, by the bye. 
We never shall know, if we never should try. 

7. 

She. 

But should we get there, how shall we get home ? 
What a terrible deal of bad road we have past ! 
Slipping and sliding ; and if we should come 
To a difficult stile, I am ruined at last. 
Oh this lane ! 
Now it is plain 
That struggling and striving is labour in vain. 

8. 
He. 
Stick fast there, while I go and look. 

She. 
Don't go away, for fear I should fall ! 

He. 
I have examined it everj nook. 

And what you have here is a sample of all. 
Come, wheel round ; 
The dirt we have found. 
Would be an estate at a farthing a pound. 

9. 

Now, Sister Anne, the guitar you must take ; 

Set it, and sing it, and make it a song. 
I have varied the verse for variety sake, 

And cut it off short, because it was long. 



K; 



'Tia hobbling and lame, 
Whicb vritios wpn'i blnme. 
For the sense and iJici sound, ihej my, should be the same. 

Lady AuBten has the honour also of having suggested 
at this time to Cowper the subject of that work which 
made him the most popular poet of his age, aiid raised 
him to a rank in English poetry from which no revo- 
lution oi' taste can detrude him. She had oflen ui^ed 
him to try his powers in blank verse ; at last he pro- 
mised to comply with her request, if she would give 
him a subject. " Oh," she replied, " you can never 
be in want of a subject ; you can write upon any , — 
WTite upon this Sofa" !" The answer was made with 
nan's readiness, and the capabilities of such a 
'. were ajiprehended by Cowper with a poet's 
Quickness of perception. 

'JTie Task was begun early" in the summer of 1783. 

; never mentioned it to Mr. Unwin till it was finished, 



" TliB Elbow Chair, a Rhapsody, by ths Rev. E. Cooper, of 
Droilwycbe, WorcesterBbire, was published ill lT(i3. The 
uieidenee of the nominal aubject of the two poems, and of 
• maaoer in which both poeta trealed it, and of their nunea 
r remarkable. 1 know the one poem only by the 
; ID the Moollily Review for Ootober. 1765. ■' We 
" nyt the Reviewei. " met villi & mors rhapsodical 
npxidy than this of an honest Welih paiaon, in praise of his 
: Heated in liiiKlbow Chair, amokiag his pipe, and 
linating an love and liberty and rural proBpects, on Ihe mar. 
I angling, on ohurcbyards, on hunting, on pntriotisui, 
Scotch favoarile." The poem ia in blank vetae. 
jd the specinwa which the reviewer Lai selected will be found 
p the Hupplementaty notes. 

' August 3, he writea to Mr. Ball, " The Sofa is ended, but 
It liiiiaheU, — a paradox whicb your natural acumen, sharpened 



and ready for the press. The same silence was ob- 
served towards Mr. Newton, who visited Obey in the 
August of that year, for the second time after his 
removal. Mr. Newton, in writing from that place, 
says nothing more of him than that he and Mrs. Un- 
win were pretty well ; but the visit had an imfavourable 
effect upon Cowper, and the next letter to his friend 
describes the painful influence which his presence had 
had upon the latent disease. 



I 



MV DitR jni£NC, Sept. 8, 178S. 

I have been lately more dejected and more dis- 
tressed than usual; more harassed by dreams in the 
night, and more deeply poisoned by them in the fol- 
lowing day. I know not what is portended by an 
alteration for the worse, after eleven years of misery ; 
but firmly believe that it is not designed as the intro- 
duction of a change for the better. You know not 
what I suffered while you were here, nor was there 
any need you should. Your friendship for me would 
have made you in some degree a partaker of my woes ; 
and your share in them would have been increased by 
your inability to help me. Perhaps, indeed, they took 
a keener edge from the consideration of your presence. 
The friend of my heart, the person with whom I had 
formerly taken sweet counsel, no longer useful to me 
as a minister, no longer pleasant to me as a Christian, 



'j 



logical atletition, will enable yua to reconc 

Jd not inngiDB, however, that 1 loungn over 

tbe pontrory, 1 find it severe eieccise to mould and faslii 



f was a spectacle that must necessarily add the bittemeBs 
of mortification to the sadness of despair, I now see 
a lon^ winter before me, and am to get through it as 1 
can, 1 know the ground, before I tread upon it. It 
b hollow; it ia agitated; it suffers shocks in every 
direction ; it is like the soil of Calabria — all whirlpool 
Snd undulation. But 1 must reel through it ; at least, 

I if I be not swallowed up by the way. 
W. C. 
Cowper bad given Mr, Newton before his arrival a 
bint concerning the divisions in his former flock. 
" Because we have nobody," said he, " to preach the 
IJDspel at Olney, Mr, waits only for a bam, at 
^sent occupied by a strolling company; and the 
inoment they (|mt it he begins. He is disposed to 
think the dissatisfied of all denominations may possibly 
be united under his standard, and that the great work 
of forming a more estensive and more established 
interest ia reserved for him "." Mr, Newton's succes- 
sor in the cure had previously been his convert from 
opinions verging close upon the cold region of Sudni- 
■nistn, to a belief in the articles of the church of 
England, and in the Calvinistic sense wherein Mr, New- 
ton understood them. He afterwards became a distin- 
guished writer among persons of the same persuasion ; 
but he had neither the genius nor the winning manners 
of his predecessor, Mr, Newton says of him, on this 
yisit, " he is faithful, diligent, and cxcmjilary, but 
rather of a hurrying spirit. I think if he liad more of 



46 LIFE OF COWPER. 

my phlegmatic temper, he would make liis way better 
a,t Olney. lie had some ill impressions of tlie people, 
and many of them bad strong prejudices against him, 
before they came tt^utber. Thus the banning was 
not comfortable, and when things are thus, there is 
usually a too little and a t«o much on both sides. 
There are, however, some who love and prize him 
much ; but he is not so generally acceptable as he 
would wish. Being curate of Weston, though he 
preaches twice on a Sunday at Olney, yet as three 
sermons have long been the cuatom of the town, the 
people go once to the Dissenters, some of whom spare 
no pains to set them against both Mr. Scott and the 
Church**." 

After his return home, he says, " I was very cordi- 
ally received at Olney; the heats and animoeisies 
-which prevailed when I was there last, seem in a good 
measure subsided. There are, however, many who 
have left the Church, and hear among the Dissenters ; 
but I hope they have not left the Lord. Mr. Scott 
has some, and some of the best, who are affectionately 
attached to him. Mr. Scott is a good and upright 
man, and a good preacher, but different ministers have 
different n'ays. He met with great prejudices, and 
some very improper treatment, upon his first coming 
to Olney. He found several professors who had more 
leaves than fruit, more talk than grace ; his spirit was 
rather hurt by what he saw amiaa, and by what he felt. 
By what I can learn from those who love him best, 
he is very faithful and zealous in reproving what is 
I wrong ; but an unfavourable impression he has received, 
I "> To Mr. Thonitou, S3 Aug. IJSi. 
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pihat tile people at large do not like him, gives a aort 
of edge to liis preaching which is not so well suited to 
conciliate thera. The best of the Oluey people are an 
afflicted people, and have been led through great inward 

IGontlictB and spiiitiml distressea, and for want of some 
IWperienee of the like kind, ho cannot so well hit their 
insea, nor sympathise with them so tenderly as might 
be wished. He has the best intentions, but his natural 
Eemper is rather positive, than gentle and yielding. 1 
wna, perhaps, faulty in the other extreme ; but thev 
Wd been so long used to me, that a different mode of 
treatment does not so well suit them. But still he ia 
an excellent man, he serves the Lord with a single eye, 
and 1 hope his difficulties abate, and his usefulness is 
upon the increase. I trust time, observation, and ex- 
peiience, will under the Lord's gracious teaching, daily 
soften and ripen his spirit"." 

Another fire which took place this winter in this 

poor town, evinced that the restraints both of law and 

gospel were grievously needed at Oluey. Cowper 

4eBcribes the alarm, the confusion, and the consequence li 

m inimitable style. 

TO THE HEV. JOHN NEWTON. 

iniiBiD, Nov. 3, IT83. 

My time ia short, and my opportunity not the 

jst favourable. My letter will consequently be sihort 

and perhaps not very intelligible. I find it 

very easy mattef to bring my mind into that degree 

rf composure, which is necessary to the arrangement 

lather of words or matter. You will naturally expect 

" Ho lion, Sep!. 8, 17 H3. 
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toreceivesomeaccountofthJsconfusioD thati describe, 
Bome reason given for it, — On Saturday night, at 
eleven o'clock, when I had not been in bed five 
minutes, I was alarmed by a cry of fire, announced by 
two or three ahriU screams upon our staircase. Our 
servants, who were going to bed, saw it from their 
windows, and in appearance ao near, that they thought 
our house in danger. I inunediately rose, and putting 
by the curtain, saw sheets of fire rising above the 
ridge of Mr. Palmer's house, opposite to ours. The 
deception was such, that 1 had no doubt it had begun 
with him, but soon found that it was rather farther 
off. In fact, it was at three places ; — in the ont-houses 
belonging to George Gri^s, Lucy and Abigail Tyrrel. 
Having broke out in three different parts, it is supposed 
to have been maliciously kindled. A tar-barrel and a 
quantity of tallow made a most tremendous blaze, and 
the buildings it had seized upon being all thatched, 
the appearance became every moment more formidable. 
Providentially, the night was perfectly calm : so calm 
that candles without lanterns, of which there were 
multitudes in the street, burnt as steadily as in a house. 
By four in the morning it was so far reduced, that all 
danger seemed to be over ; but the confusion it had 
occasioned was almost infinite. Every man who sup- 
posed his dwelling-house in jeopardy, emptied it as 
fast as he could, and conveyed his moveables to the 
house of some neighbour, supposed to be more secure. 
Ours, in the space of two hours, was so filled with all 
sorts of lumber, (liat we had not even room for a chair 
by the fireside. George Grigga is the prinripal sufferer. 
Jle gave eighteen guineas, or nearly that sum, to a 



Ilfoinim whom, in his hurry, he mistook for his wifi'; 

but the sup|)osed wiFo wullied off with tiie moncy^ and 

he will probably never rw'over it. fie has likewise 

lost forty pounds' worth of wool. London never es- 

)fett)ited a scene of greater depredation, drunkenness, 

1 riot. Every thing was stolen that could be got 

, and every drop of, liquor drunk that- waa not 

Only one thief has yet been detected; a 

1 of the name of J , who was stopped by 

mg Handscomb with an apron full of plunder. He 
IB lorcod to strike her down, before he could wrest 
■ from her. Could you visit the place, you would see 
I- most striking proof of a Providence interposing to 
top the progress of the flames. They had almost 
lied, that is to say. within six yards of Daniel 
Isbau's wood-pile, in which were fifty pounds' worth 
F faggots and furze ; and exactly there they were 
'extinguished ; otherwiae, especially if a breath of air 
Iwd happened to move, all that aide of the tuwn must 
probably have been consumed. Al^r all this dreadful 
coflflagratioii. we find nuthingburnt but the out-houses : 
and thu dwellings to which they belonged have suffered 
only the damage of being unroofed on that side next 
the fire. No lives were lost, nor any limbs broken. 
Mrs. Unwiu. whose spirits served her while the hubbub 
lasted, and the day after, begins to feel the effect of it 
now. But I hope she will be relieved from it sochi, 
being better this evening than I expected. As tor me, 
1 am impregnable to all such assaults. I have nothing, 
however, but this subject in my mind, and it is in vain 
that I invite any other into it. Having, therefore. 
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exhausted this, I finish, assuring you of our united 
love, and hopinjf to find myself in a frame of mind more 
suited to my employment when I write next. 
Yours, my dear friend, 

w. c. 

TO THIS »EV. JOHN NEWTON. 
HY Dim rniEsti, Nov. 17. 173S. 
The country around is much alarmed with appre- 
hensions of tire Two ha\e happined since that of 
OIney One at Hitchm where the damage is said to 
amount to eleven thousand pounds nnd another, at a 
place not far h-om Hitchin of which I hi\e not learnt 
the name Letters haie been dropped at Bedford, 
threatening to bum the town and the inhabitants 
have been <o intimidated as to ha\e placed a. guard in 
mafiT parts of it several m ^hts past Since our con- 
flagjation here we have sent two ttomcn and a boy to 
the justice tor depredation S R for steal- 
ing a piece of beef which in her eicuse she said she 
intended to take eire of This lad\ whom you well 
remember escaped for want of evidence not that 
evidence was indeed wanting hut our men of Gotham 
judged It unnecessary to send it With her went the 
woman I mentioned before who it seems has made 
eomc sort of profeis on but upon this occasion allowed 
herself a latitude of conduct rather inconsistent with it, 
havmg filled her apron with weanng-apparel, which 
she likewise intended to take care of. She would have 
gone to the county gaol, had William Raban, the 
baker's son, who prosecuted, insisted upon it ; but I: 
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itiirediy, though I think weakly, interposed in 
her favour, and begged her off. The young gentleman 
who accompanied these fair ones, is the junior son of 
Molly Boswell. lie had stolen some u*an work, the 
of Gri^B, the hutchcr. Being convicted, he 
ordered to be whipped, which operation he under- 
t at the cart's tail, from the stone-house to the 
"h^h arch, and back again. He seemed to sliow great 
fortitude, but it waa all an imposition upon the pubHc. 
The beadle, who performed it, had tilled his left hand 
with red ochre, through which, after every stroke, he 
the lash of his whip, loaviug the appearance of a 
lund upon the skin, but in reality not hurling him 

. This being perceived by Mr. Constable H , 

followed the beadle, he applied his cane, without 
tuch mana^ment or precaution, to the shoulders 
the too merciful executioner. The scene immedi- 
ttely became more interesting. The beadle could hy 
means be prevailed iipon to strike hard, which 
provoked the constable to strike harder ; and this 
4oublo flogging; continued, till a lass of Silver-end, 
i^tying the pitiful beadle thus suffering under the 
ids of the pitiless constable, joined the procession, 
placing herself immediately behind the latter, 
seized him by his capillary club, and pulling him 
backwards by the same, slapped his face with a nioet 
Amazonian tury. This concatenation of events has 
taken up more of my paper than I intended it should, 
but I could not forbear to inform you how the beadle 
threshed the thief, the coastable the beadle, and the 
lady the constable, and how the thief was the only 
j>er8on concerned who suffered nothing, Mr. Tcedon 



hds been here, and is gone again. He came to thank 
me for some left-off clothes. In answer to our 
inquiries after his health, he repUed that he had a slow 
fever, which made him take all possible care not to 
inflame his hlood. I admitted his prudence, but in 
his particular instance, could not very clearly discern 
the need of it. Pump water will not heat him much ; 
andi to speak a Uttie in his own style, more inebriating 
fluids are to him, I fancy, not very attainable. He 
brought us news, the truth of which, however, 1 do 
not vouch for, that the town of Bedford was actuallv 
on fire yesterday, and the flames not eKtinguished 
when the bearer of the tidings left it. 

The poor at Obey «ere miserably poor, and where 

miserable poverty exists, depravity is as oftrai the con- 

B sequence as the cause. More than twenty years after 

I this time, the average earnings of womea at the lace- 

f JjiilowwasestiTnatedat nearly six sbillingsa week ; in ■ 

[ few extreme cases they had amounted to eight or nine, 

I but the expense of thread amounted to an eighth of 

[ the gross value of the lace. From such wages it was 

scarcely possible, under the most tavourable circmn- 

L stances, to make any provision against evil days ; and 

I the empiovmeut is an unhealthy one, — as any sedentary 

I employment must be wherein human beings are occu- 

r pied in summer from six or seven in the moming till 

dusk, and iu winter from daylight till ten or eleven at 

night A cry against slarerj was raised m Cowper's 

days ; bis voice was heard in it , m our own days it 

I has prevailed, and brought about a lonsummation 

I which was devoutly to be wishtd , though it were to 



1 consequences, 



wished also, that the emancipation had bpen gra- 
ited and the negroes better prepared for it. A cry 
now been raised against that mannfEcturing sya- 
whieh in our own country extorts from what is 
free labour more than slavish toil : it has gone 
heaven ; and no spirit of prophecy is required to 
e tiiat, unless timely and efi'eutual remedies eaii 
pplied, it must, in its inevitable 
draw vengeance down. 

Cowper's heart was as compassionate as it was 
Je. He could not see distress without endeavour- 
to reUeve it. " We do what we can," he writes 
Mr. Unwin ; " but that can is little. You have 
fnends, are eloquent on all occasions, and know 
to be pathetic on a proper one. The winter will 
severely felt at OIney by many whose sobriety, 
luatry, and honesty recommend them to charitable 
e: and we think we could t«ll such persons as 
Bouverie, or Mr. Smith, half a doaen tales of 
pea that would tind their way into hearts as feeling 
theirs. You will do as you see good ; and we, in 
J time, shall remain convinced that you will 
best. Lttdy Austen will no doubt do some- 
thing) for she has great sensibility and compassion"." 
The application was successful. In his next letter. 
My dear William, on the part of the 
ir part, be pleased to make aeknow- 
lents, such as the occasion calls for, to our bene- 
ficent friend Mr. Smith". I call him ours because, 
having experienced his kindness to myself in a former 
the present his disinterested readiness 
'" AflerwHrds Lord CorringtOH. 
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luctour the diatreased, my aiuLition will be satisfied 
with uothing lesB, He may depend upon the strictest 
secrecy ; no creature shall hear him mentioned either 

1 or hereafter, aa the person from whom we have 
received this bounty. But when I speak of him, or 
hear him spoken of by others, which sometimes hap- 
pens, I shnll not for^t what is due to so rare a charac- 

. I wish, and your mother wishes it too, that he 

lid Bomelimes take us in his way to Nottingham ; he 
will find us happy to receive a. person whom we must 
needs account it an honour to know. We shall exercise 
our beat discretion in the disposal of the money ; but 
in this town, where the Gospel has been preached so 
many years, where the people have been favoured so 
long with laborious and conscientious ministers, it is 
not an easy thing to find those who make no profession 
of religion at all and are yet proper objects of charity. 
The profane, are so profane, so drunken, dissolute, and 
in every respect worthless, that to make them partakers 
of his bounty would he to abuse it. We promise, how- 
ever, that none shall touch it hut such as are miserably 
poor, yet at the same time industrious and honest, two 
characters frequently united here, where the most 
watchlul and unremitting labour will hardly procure 
them bread. We make none but the cheapest laces, 
and the price of them is fallen almost to nothing. 
Tlianka are due to yourself likewise, and are hereby 
accordingly rendered, for waving your claim in behalf 
of your own parishioners. You are always with them, 
and they ore always, at least some of them, the better 
for your residence among them. OIney is a populous 
place, inhabited chiefiy by the half-starved and the 
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rnggcd of the earth, and it is not, possible for our small 
party and Email ahiUly, to extend their operations ei) 
far ns to be much felt among such numhers. Accept, 
therefore, your share of tbcir gratitude, and be con- 
vinced that when they pray for a blessing upon those 
who have reheved their wants, He that answers that 
prayer, and when he answers it, will remember his 

Fifty years have cancelled the ohUgation of silence 
which was then imposed, and the good which was done 
iu secret may and ought to be proclaimed now upon 
the house top. The disposal of Mr. Smith's bounty 
led to some interchange of letters between him and 
towper, " We corresponded," says the laller, " as long 
as the occasion required, and then ceased. Cbaimed 
with bis good sense, politeness, and liberality to tile 

' poor, I viaa indeed ambitious of continuing a corres- 
pondence with him, and told him so. Perhaps I had 
done more prudently had I never proposed it. But 
warm hearts are not famous for wisdom, and mine was 
too warm to be very considerate on such aa occasion. 
I have not heard from him since, and have long pven 
up all expectation of it. I know he is too busy n man 
to have leisure for me, and I ought to have recollected 
it sooner. He found time to do much good, and to 
employ us as his agents in doing it, and that might 
have satisfied me. Though laid under the strictest 
injunctions of secrecy, both by him, and by you on hia 
behalf, I consider myself as under do obligation to 
conceal from you the remittances he made. Only, in 
my tuni, I hcg leave to request secrecy on your part, 

kliecauBe, inliinate as you are with him, and highly ns 




friend a 
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he values you, I cannot yet be sure that the communi- 
a would please him, his delicacies on this subject 
r as singular as his henevolence. He sent forty 
), twenty st a time. Oiney has not had such a 
j this many a day ; nor has there been an 
at any time, of a fen families so effectually 
relieved, or so completely encouraged to the pursuit of 
that honest industry, by which their debts being paid, 
and the parents and children comfortably clothed, 
they are now enabled to maintain themselves. Their 
labour was almost in vain before ; but now it answers ; 
I bread, and all their other wants are 
plentifully supplied." 

Notwithstanding the character of the population, 
and the situation of bis house, which was neither plea* 
sant nor convenient, Cowper was strongly attached to 
the spot. " The very atones in the garden wall," said 
he, *' are my intimate acquaintance. I should miss 
almost the minutest object, and be disagreeably affected 
by its removal : and ain persuaded that were it possible 
>uld leave this incommodious n«ok for a twelve- 
mouth, I should return to it again with rapture, and 
be transported with the sight of objects which to all 
the world beside would be at least indifferent ; some 
of them, perhaps, such as the ragged thatch and the 
I tottering walla of the neighbouring cottages, disgust- 
! had not acknowledged, and perhaps had 
not felt, a want of society till he became acquainted 
with Lady Austen ; then, indeed, he enjoyed it cordi- 
ally. But this enjoyment was ere long lilsturbed, and 
both Lady Austen and Mrs. Unwin appear to me to 

» July ar, I7B3. 
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rouged by the cau 

iturbance. Lady Austen has been represented ns 

iving entertained a hope of marrying Cowper, and 

I, Unwin as bo jealouB on that account, that he 

ind it necessary, in consideration of lus earher ftiend, 

break off ail connectiun with the latter one. 

Thai there had ever been an engagement of mar- 

'riflge between Cowper and Mrs. Unwm, has already 

been contrudiclod. If any such engagement had been 

formed, there were no prudential considerations fag has 

been alleged) to prevent it. They hved together upon 

their jomt incomes, and marriage would have made 

difference in their expeJiditure, Mrs. Unwin was 

forty-three at the time of her huahaud's death ; hers 

a maternal friendship for one who stood in need 

mateJual care, and as such Cowper regarded it. 

was now threescore, and as little likely to be jea- 

of being supplanted in liis aSections, as Lady 

Austen was to form the design of marrying a man in 

Cowper'* peculiar circumstances, which tircmnstances 

tas welt acquainted with. 

ley, however, who, in justice to Lady Austen, 
t the notion of any matrimonial project on her 
still impute jealousy to Mrs. Unwin, ,. jpalousy 
ascendancy acqinred over Cowper by one who 
f possessed of great Wit and vivacity, both enli- 
i his Bpbils and atmiulated his genius. Mr. Scott 
reported to have said upon the subject, " Who can 
urprised that two women should be continually in 
society of one man and quarri'l sooner or later 
cacli other ?" It was not long before two women 
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were continually in the Bociety of this very man, and 
neTcr qoarrelled with each other ; and Mrs. Llnwin, 
who ivas one, is ihns spoken of by the other ; " She is 
very far from grave ; on the contrary she is cheerful 
and gay, and laughs de bun cantr upon the smaJleBt 
provocation. Amidst all the little puritanical words, 
which fall from her de temg ea term, she seems to have 
by nature a great fund of gaiety ; — great indeed must 
it have been, not to have been totally overcome by 
the close couflnement in which she has hved, and the 
anxiety she must have undergone for one whom she 
certainly loves as well as one human being can love 
another. I will not say she idolizes him, because that 
she would think wrong; but she certainly seems to 
possess the truest regard and affection for this excel- 
lent creature, and, as I before said, has, in the most 
literal sense of those words, no will, or shadow of 
inclination, but what is hk. My aCMunt of Mrs. Un- 
vrin may seem, perhaps, to you, on comparing my 
letters, contradictory ; hut when you consider that I 
heg&a to write at the moment, and at the first moment 
that I saw her, you will not wonder. Her character 
developes itself by degrees ; and though 1 might lead 
you to suppose her grave and melancholy, she is not so 
by any means. When she speaks upon grave subjects, 
I she does express herself with a puritanical tone, and 
in puritanical expressions, but on all other sulqecta 
she seems to have a great disposition to cheerfulnesfl 
and mirth ; and indeed, had she not, she could not 
have gone through all she has. I niu^ say, too, that 
she seems to be very well read in the English poets, 
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i appears by several little cjuntations, which she 
from time to time, and has a true taate for 
s excellent in that waj. There is somethiug 
y affectionate and sincere in hev manner. No one 
1 express more heartily than she does, her joy to 
»e me at Obey; and as this must he for his sake, 
is an additional proof of her regard and eEteem for 

Mrs. Unwin's faculties were at this time unim- 
paired; there was no want of cheerfulness or vivacity 
kin her: and she, too, had enlivened the spirits of 
Cowper, and animated his genius. The causes which 
broke up their intimacy with Lady Austen, were the 
-same which had formerly suspended it. The fact was 
JhuB announced in a letter to Mr. Unwio : " You are 
^ing' to Bristol. A lady, not long since our very near 
iieighhouT, is probably there ; she ipa* there very 
laWly. If you should chance to fall into her company, 
rememher, if you please, that we found the connexion, 
on some accounts, an inconvenient one ; that we do 
not wish to renew it; and conduct yourself accord- 
ingly. A character with which we spend all our time 
should be made on purpose for us : too much, or too 
little of any single ingredient spoils all. In the in- 
' 1 question, the dissimiKcude was too great not 

bis extract rrom a tetter of Ladj [Ie9ketli'», Mr. Craft 

■ chserveB, that tlial [«<ly, " LHving Jived much in the world, and 

■ ■mongit the higliesl cirtleB, was fully cumpeti^nt to discorei 
f tlie cliaraeten of otliers ; and it ma;, UieieSort:, be cunrladed, 

1 ihB pleaaing description alie gave of Mra. Unwin was a 
I true ont>; and that ber fnulla would not hiive pst-Bficd tlie 
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to be felt continually, and consequently made our in- 
tercourse unpleasant. We have reason, however, to 

believe that she has given up all thoughts of a return 
to 01ney«2;» 

The circumstances which rendered this intimacy irk- 
some, and finally dissolved it, Cowper afterwards stated 
in a letter to Lady Hesketh, wherein, to explain what 
interruptions had delayed him in the progress of the 
Task, he thus gives an account of the rise and termina- 
tion of this memorable friendship. " There came a lady 
into this country, by name and title. Lady Austen, the 
widow of the late Sir Robert Austen. At first she 
lived with her sister, about a mile from Olney ; but in 
few weeks took lodgings at the vicarage here. Be- 
tween the vicarage and the back of our house are 
interposed our garden, an orchard, and the garden 
belonging to the vicarage. She had lived much in 
France, was very sensible, and had infinite vivacity. 
She took a great liking to us, and we to her. She 
had been used to a great deal of company; and we, 
fearing that she would find such a transition into 
silent retirement irksome, contrived to give her our 
agreeable company often. Becoming continually more 
and more intimate, a practice obtained at length of our 
dining with each other alternately, every day, Sundays 
excepted. In order to facilitate our communication, 
we made doors in the two garden walls *^ abovesaid, 

« July 12, 1784. 

*3 Hayley (i. 306) says that Mr. Newton opened this com- 
munication when he occupied the parsonage ; and Lady Austen 
liad the advantage of it. I followed his statement, not recol- 
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■•by whicii means we considerably shortened the way 
from one house to the other ; and could meet when 
we pleased, without entering the town at all ; a mea- 
sure the rather expedient, because the town is abo- 
minably dirty, and she kept no carriage. On her 
first settlement in our neighbourhood, I taade it my 
own particular business, (for at that time I was not 
employed in writing, having published my first volume, 
and not begun my second,) to pay my devoirs to her 
ladyship every morning at eleven. Customs very soon 

Bicome laws. I began the Task; for she was thu 
dy who gave me the Sofa for a subject. Being oney 
igaged in the work, I began to feel the inconvenience 
my morning attendance. We had seldom break- 
Bted ourselves till ten ; and the intervening hour 
IS all the time that I could find in the whole day for 
riting: and occasionally it would happen that the 
ialf of that hour was all that I .could secure for the 
purpose. But there was no remedy. Long usage 
had made that which at first was optional, a point of 
good manners, and consequently of necessity, and 1 
was forced to neglect the Task, to attend upon the 
Muse who had inspired the subject. But she had ill 
^^^Jtealth", and before I had quite finished the nurk was 

^^^^kcling whxc IB said Utie. ProbNbly Kxyle)' has made no mia- 
^^HWti), and Ci)wp«r meaaslliBt it had been reopened aher liann^ 
^^^'long bmn diauaed. Minala acturacy was nnimporlanl,, and he 
was wiililig as suociuctly as h» cuuld. 

" Lady Aunten died wliile Haylej'aUfe of Cowper was in 
the press. If slie liad lived Id penise it, she would probably 
(iurrecled Boroe of llie miatakc« upon this subject, inio 
Urbich Uh had falli-n. It appeafs by the eiuacta whiuh are 
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obliged to repair to Bristol. Thus, as 1 told you, my 
I dear, the cause of the many interruptions that I men- 

tlie rearipr. (aud tbej are not partial eiDacts, Iml 
e wliole tbal is iBid cDDceming it.) thu the aanie 
causei nliich led to ■□ inteirupCioD of her friendiiMp with 
Cowper, finally diaaolTBd it. Love was not of the qnastion in 
lier case, jealousy equally so in Mrs. Unwin's; and though 
Cowper had "fallen in frieiidship" with her al first sight, and 
addressed complimentaty ver^ea to her, these iVom a mui 
adranced some way □□ the road ftoio filly to tlireescore, were 
not likely to be mistuken by a woman who knew the world, 
gad was, moreover well acquainted with his peculiar oircum' 

Mi. Knox says, in his correspotideiice witl> the late excellent 
BUhop Jabh*, tiiat lie had a severer idea of Lady Austen than 
be should wish to put into writing for publication, and thai he 
BlmOBt BUBpacted she was k very artful woman. When 1 find 
myself differing in opinioa from Mr. Knoi, 1 distrust my own 
judgement. But in thia iostanoe it appears tbat liis correspOD- 
dent thought he bad judged hamhly, and 1 do oot aee vbal 
object ID urtful woman could possibly hate Irnd iu view. 

It may be said that Hayley makes jealousy the cause of the 
sepanCioD, and represents Lady Aosten as baring hoped that 
Cowper would marry her, and tlial he derived his infonnafion 
&om Lwly Austen herself. To this I reply, that the latter part 
of the Btatemeot is merely what Ilaytey inferred from tbe 
former, and tbe former may thus be explained. Lady Aoateu 
eiBUted alleutions which It became inconvenient and iiluome 
to pay, — or, perhaps, in Cowper'a morbid state of seniitireDeas, 
he fancied that she exacted them. He is not likely to have 
■l«ted this BO eiplicilly in bis lettei to her, as be did to Mr. Unwin 
and Lady Heskelh, Ijidy Austen herself may never have 
suspected it ; snd by imputing jealousy lo Mrs. Unwin, she 
accounted to beraelf and to Hayley for what must otherwisfl 
have appeared uaaccountable to her. 



I^ncd, was reinovpd, and now, except the Bull that I 
spnkc of, we have Beldom any company at all. After 
all that 1 have said upon this matter, you will nut 
completely understand me, perhaps, unless 1 account 
for the remainder of the day, I will add, therefore, 
that having paid my morning visit, I walked; return- 
ing from my walk, 1 dressed: we iLcQ met and 

_4ined, and parted not till hetwees ten and eleven at 
ight" I" 

2 Bull, thus playfully mentioned, was the per- 

3 whose benevolent attention Mr. Newton had 
msigned him, on his removal from Olney, Caris- 

e Taurorum Cowper sometimes addressed him in 
is letters. He was indeed a man afler his own heart, 
f You are not a«]uainted with him," he says to 
■. Unwin, " perhaps it ia as well for you that you 
You would regret still more than you do, 
lat there are so many miles interposed between ua. 
He spends part of the day with us to-morrow, A 
dbsenter, hut a liheral one ; a man of letters and of 
genius; a master of a fine imagination, or rather not 
master of it, — an imagination, which, when he finds 
himself in the company he loves, and can confide in, 
runs away with him into such fields of speculation, as 
nd enliven every other imagination that has 
3 happiness to he of the party; at other times he 
I a tender and delicate sort, of melancholy in his 
(position, not less agreeable in its way. No men 
! hetlsr quahfied for companions in such a world 
I this, than men of such a temperament. Every 
life has two sides, a dark and a bright one. 
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and the mind that has an equal mixture of melancholy 
and vivacity is best of all qualified for the contempla- 
tion of either. He can be lively without levity, and 
pensive without dejection. Such a man is Mr. Bull. 
But — ^he smokes tobacco — ^nothing is perfect ! — 

Nihil est ah omni 

Parte beatum. 

Before Cowper began the Task, Mr. Bull put into his 
hands Madame Guyon's poetical works, and requested 
him to translate a few of them, " partly," he says, " to 
amuse a solitary hour, partly to keep in exercise the ge- 
nius of this incomparable man." A month's leisure was 
devoted to them, and they were presented to Mr. Bull 
to make what use of them he pleased. This friend 
sometime afterwards suggested that they should be 
printed ^^, Cowper undertook to revise them for this 
purpose, but various circumstances prevented him from 
ever carrying the intention into effect. Mr. Bull pro- 
bably thought that the strain of her poetry would 
rather sooth his mind than agitate it, and induce a 
sane state of religious feeling. But perhaps the pas- 
sages on which Cowper brooded most were those that 
he could apply, when taken apart from the context, to 
his own imaginary condition. 

My claim to life, though sought with earnest care, 
No hght within me, or without me shows ; 

Once I had faith ; but now in self-despair 
Find my chief cordial, and my best repose. 



^^ He seems to have contemplated this at first, by the Dedi- 
cation to his friend, which was sent with the manuscript. 



soul ia a forgotl^ii thing; she siaks, 
nhs BDd ia laal, wilhoot a witili ta ri9«i 
i an IiiililTerence ebe abliora, and Uiiubs 
er nnine erased foe ever from tbe skies". 

Cowper, however, explained to Mr. Newton how it 
was that he could treat upon subjects in verEe, which he 
trembled to approach in prose. " There is a differ- 
ence," said he. " The search after poetical expresaion, 
the rhyme, and the numherB, are all affairs of some 
difficulty ; they arrive, indeed, but are not to he at- 
tained without study, and engross, perhaps, a larger 
share of the attimtion than the subject itself. Persons 
fond of music will sometimes find pleasure ia the tune, 
when the words afford them noue^," 

From the letter wherein he told Mr, Bull that 
these translations were finished, it appears that his 
friend had reasoned with him upon hia ease ; and the 
r expresses^ miserable assurance of utter deser- 
" Both your advice," he says, " and your man- 

■ of giving it, are gentle and friendly and like 

" The Hitreme IreeclDm of the tJBDiilatiou aeema to ahow 
U he iulend^d a Belf-applicalion here ; 
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C'lil daw It tUn qneje npoa. 
I ntant maUieunut, ijiii tie dtmamlt jai 
Qu'iia Itii/aiie cAiMgtr difiact; 
Elal pin i/m la trejiai, 
Et qui a' itttind Jamais de gmet. 

Vol. iii. Candque 69. 



' March 19, 1784. 
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yourself. I thank joii for them, and do not refuse 
your counsel because it is not g-ood, or because I dis- 
like it, but because it is not for me. There is not a. 
man upon earth that might not be the better tor it, 
myself only excepted. Prove to me that I haTe a 
right to pray, and I will pray without ceasing; yea, 
andpray, too, even in " the belly of this hell," compared 
with which Jonah's was a palace, — a temple of the 
living God t But let me add, there is no encourage- 
ment in the scripture so comprehensive aa to include 
my case, nor any consolation so effectual as to reach 
it. I do not relate it to you, because you could not 
believe it ; you would agree with me if you could. 
And yet the sin by which I am excluded from the 
privileges I once enjoyed, you would account no sin ; 
you would tell me that il was a duty. This is strange ; 
— you will think me mad ;— but I am not mad, most 
noble Festus 1 I am only in despair ;^and those powers 
of mind which I possess, are only permitted to me for 
my amusement at some times, and to acuminate and 
enhance ray misery at others. I have not even asked 
a blessing upon my food these ten years, nor do I 
" expect that I shall ever ask it again. — Yet, I love you, 
and such as you, and determine to enjoy your friend- 
ship while I can : — it will not be long; we must soon 
part for ever". 



He seldoi 



touched upon this string in his letters to 
Newton. " I am well in body," 



a to him, " hut with a mind that would w 



a frame of adamant ; 



y frame, which is not 



* Oct. ^7.17B3. 



LETTER TO MR. NEWTON. G7 

P «ery robust, its effects are not discernible. Mrs. Un- 
win ifl in health*-'!" — "We thmk of you often, and 
one of us prays for you ; the other will, when he cau 
pray for himself*' 1" Writing in the second week of 

» January, he entered at once upon this dismal strain. 
L TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON. 

MY DEAR FRllWD, Jan, 13. 1784. 

The new year is already old in mv account. I 
am not, indeed, sufficiently second-sighted to be able 
to boast by anticipation an aeijuaintiiDce with the events 
of it yet unborn, but rust convinced that, be they what 
thev may. not one of tbem comes a, messenger of good 
to me. if efen death itself should be of the number, 
he is no friend of mine. It is an alleviation of the 
woes even of an unenlightened man, that he can wish 
for deatb, and indulge a hope, at least, that in death 
he shall find deliverance. But, loaded as my life is 
with despair, I have no such comfort as would result 
from a supposed probability of better ihinfts to come, 
were it once ended. For, more unhappy than iJie tra- 
veller with whom I set out, pass through what difficul- 
ties I may, through whatever dangers and afflictions, 
I am not a whit the nearer home, unless a dungeon 
may be culled so. This is no very agreeable theme ; 
but in so great a dearth of subjects to write upon, and 
especially impressed as I am at this moment with a 
aeusc of my own condition, I could choose no other. 
The weather is an exact emblem of my mind in its 
present state. A thick fog envelopes every 1 
" Fd.. SI. 17U3. 




and at the same time it freezes intensely. You will 
tell me that this cold gloom will lie succeeded by a 
cheerful spring, and endeavour to encourage me to 
hope for a spiritual change resembling it ; — hut it will 
be lost labour. Nature revives again ; but a. soul once 
slain lives no more. The hedge that has been appa- 
rently dead, is not so ; it will burst into leaf and 
bloaaom at the appointed time ; but no such time is 
appointed for the stake that stands in it. It is as dead 
as it seems, and will prove itaelf no dissembler. The 
latter end of nest month will complete a period of 
eleven years in which I have spoke no other langu^e. 
It is a long time for aman, whose eyes were once opened, 
to spend in darkness ; long enough to make despcur 
an inveterate habit ; and such it is in me. My friends, 
I know, expect that I shall see yet again. They think 
it necessary to the existence of divine truth, that he 
who once had possession of it should never finally lose 
it. I admit tbe solidity of this reasoning in every case 
hut. my own. And why not in my own ? For causes 
which to them it appears madnesa to allege, but which 
rest upon my mind with a weight of immoveable con- 
viction. If I am recoverable, why am I thus ? why 
crippled and made useless in the church, just at that 
time of life, when, my judgement and experience being 
matured, I might be moat useful ? why caahiered and 
turned out of service, till, according to the course of 
nature, there is not Ufe enough left in me to make 
amends for the years I have lost ; till there is no 
reasonable hope left that the fruit can ever pay the 
expense of the fallow ? I forestall tbe answer : — God'a 



mysterious, and ho givetli no account of his 

matters : — an answer that would aerve my purpose as 

well OS theirs that use it. There is a mystery in ray 

destruction, and in time it shall be explained. 

■ Youi-s, 

F 

Mr. Newton, for the purpose of discouraging i 
strain, said to him, that as he conversed upon other 
subjects than despair, he might write upon others. 
" Indeed, my frieiid," Cowper replied, " I am a man of 
very little conversation upon any subject. From that 
of despair I abstun as much as possible, for the sake 

my company; but I will venture to say that it is 
out of my mind one minute in the whole day. 1 
not mean to any that I am never cheerful. I am 
always indeed when my nights have been 
undisturbed for a season. But the effect of such con- 
tinual listening' to the langu^e of a heart hopeless 
and deserted, is, that 1 can never give much more than 
half my attention to what is started by others, and very 
rarely start any thing myself. My silence, however, 
and my absence of mind make me sometimes as enter- 
tdning as if I had wit. They furnish au occasion for 
friendly and good natured raillery ; they raise a laugh, 
and I partake of it"'." 

Icisconsobtory to believe that during this loug stage 
of his malady, Cowper was rarely so miserable as he 
represented himself to be when speaking of his own 
case. That no one ought to be pronounced happy beforti 
"tiie last scene is over, has been said of old ii 
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I in \iiree, and ihe common feeling oF mankind 
accords with ihe saying; for our relrosjiect of any 
indiriduol'a history is coloured hy the fortune of his 
latter days, as a drama takes its character from the 
\ catastrophe. A melancholy sentiment will always 
] for this reason prevwl when Cowper is thought of. 
Dut though his disease of mind settled at Inst into the 
deepest shade, and ended in the very blaekneas of dark- 
ness, it is not less certain that hefore it reached that 
point, it allowed him many years of moral and intellec- 
tual enjoyment. They who hare had most opportunity 
of ohservicgand studying madness in all its mysterious 
forms, and in all its stages, know that the same d^ree 
I of mental suffering is not produced by imaginary causes 
of distress as hy real ones. Violent emotions, and 
outbreaks of ungovernable anger are at times easily 
excited, but not anguish of mind, not that abiding 
grief which eats into the heart. The distress, even 
when the patient retains, like Cowper, the full use of 
reason upon all other points, is in this respect like 
that of a dream, — a dream, indeed, from which the 
sufferer can neither wake, nor be awakened; but it 
pierces no deeper, and there seems to be the same dim 
consciousness of its unreality*'. 

After the recurrence of his disease in 1773, his 



*' Theie remarks are not laerelj apeculBtiTe. Tksf ate 
ibe iBiult of ol)BervBtiou, in the case of aa aJd friend, vlioas 
inlelleeliiiU poneta were of a »etj liigli onlsr, and tiie type of 
whoBB maliul; nl lliat time leiy muoli resembled Conper'a. He 
resembled him bIbo in thia reFpect. that when in compaay «iA 
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friends appear U) have acted judiciously towards him. 
So long as Mr. Newton resided at Olncy, Mrs. Un- 
win would act implicitly under his a<ivice, and after 
his departure her own good sense led her to pursue the 
Bome quiet, expectant course. Whether they had per- 
ceived or not that Cowper's couGtitutiou could not bear 
devotional excitement was of little consequence while 
he fancied himsell' inhibited from all exercises of devo- 
tion ; and to have reasoned with him upon the single 
point on which his reason was deranged, vrould have 
been to act unreasonably themselves. Argunient to 
a mind thus diseased is of no more avail than food 
to a sick stomach incapable of retaining it. When 
Mr. Newton touched on the subject in his letters, it 
:e feeling his pulse from time to time, and 
in a way to encourage an expectation of recu- 
Mrs. Uuwin, meantime, contented herseli' with 
patient hope, and it is evident tliat Cowper had 
Bome comfort in knowing this hope was confidently and 
constantly maintained. This comfort he hiid during 
those years, when at the worst ; and it gained strength 
as his manner of hfe became more social. 

No man had been more accustomed than he was 
to that kind of society which brings the intellectual 
full ])lay. So many youths of distin- 
ihed talent were never at any other time contem- 
i.ries at Westminster, as in Cowper's days ; and 
he was removed from that daily and hourly 
ftercoursc with his peers to a solicitor's office, it was 
fortune there to find in a fellow clerk, one who was 
inferior to the ablest of them. Thurlov 
Egerton Brydges calls " the surly, sarcastic, ( 



tradictory, old ruler of the courtB," had not then 
contracted any of the callousness of professional and 
political life. He was in those days as much disposed 
to sportivenesa as Cowper himself, and brought to it 
those ready talents, and that force of mind which after- 
wards commanded the respect of Dr. Johnson. " It 
is when you come close to a man in conversation," 
said that great conversationist, " that yoti discover 
what his I'eal abilities are ; to make a speech in a 
public assembly is a knack. I honour Thurlow, sir; 
lliurlow is a fine fellow ; he fairly puts his mind to 
yours." And on another occasion he said, " I would 
prepare myself for no man in England, but Lord Thur- 
low. When I am to meet with him, 1 should wish to 
know a day before." And when Cowper left the oEEce, 
and became master of his own time, no where could he 
have found more lively companions than the members 
of his own club and their associates. It was after 
having been " enlivened by the witty sallies of Thorn- 
ton, Wilkes, Churchill, and Lloyd," that Boswell, who 
had passed the morning with them, " boldly," — ui hig 
own words, " repdred to Dr. .Johnson's chambers, for 
his first visit, and found the giant in his den." 

Yet Cowper, who, during so many years, had mixed 
with such companions on equal terms, and till a time 
of life in which habits take so strong a hold that they 
are not easily cast off, had great cajiabilities for soli- 
tude. He could have been contented in a hermitage, 
if his mind had been dehvered from the one illusioo 
that oppressed it. There was an activity in his dispo- 
sition, like that of a happy child, who having no play- 
mate, is left to devise amusement for itsell'. As soon 
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93 lie beg^an to recover, his first care had been to seek 
tanpioyment, and this he found in carpentering', in 
cttg;e-making', in gardening, and in drawing, till he 
discovered " that writing, and especially poetry, was 
the best remedy for that distress from which he 
sought to escape 1" Many persons have brought on 
insanity by indulging in habits which encile its pre- 
disposing causes, and after temporary recoveries have 
induced a fresh access by the same imprudence ; but 
Cowper's admirable self-management during the inter- 
vals which it pleased I^ovidencc to vouchsafe, is not 
the least reiuarkable point in his extraordinary case- 
Yet though he could bear shade and retirement, he 
felt that it was good for him to be sometimes in the 
sunshine of societv ; and well understood the value of 
those aida to cheerfulness which come to us from with- 
out, or from a distance. " You do well," said he to 
Unwin, " to make your letters merry ones, though 
not very merry yourself, and that both for my sake 
and your own ; for your own sake, because it some- 
times happens that by assuming an air of cheerfulness, 
we become cheerful in reality ; and for mine, because 
I have always more need of a laugh than a cry, being 
somewhat disposed to melancholy by natural tempera- 
!nt as well as by other causes"." It was one of the 
licitous incidents of his life that the loss of Lady Aus- 
tociety was in some degree immediately supplied 
by a new acqitnintance, which in no long time im- 
proved into familiarity, and then ripened into friend- 
ship. The Throckmorton B had a mansion at Weston. 
Hitherto Cott-per had had no intercoui-se with the & 

^ May a, 17B'L 
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during the many years that he had resided at Olnev; 
but he had been favoured with a key of their plea 
grounds ; and when a n 

reembered a boy, came, on the death of an elder 
brother, to reside there with his wife, he sent a com- 
plimentary card and requested a continuance of the 
privilege he had enjoyed by the favour of hie mother, 
that lady, on the change of posaessora, going to finish 
her days at Bath *■ The request was readily granted, 
and nothing more passed between them for about two 
years. But even as the lion is proverbially said to be 
not so fierce as his picture, so a shy man -is seldom so 
ahy as his neighbours suppose him to be, when he has 
xince obtained a character for shyness. Deterred by 
that character from seeking the acquaintance of one 
whom, in other respects, he already knew how to appre- 
date, Mr. Throckmorton made no advances till an 
opportunity offered, in which it might have appeared 
discourteous not to notice him. Balloons were then 
the wonder of the day; all the country was invited to 
see one ascend from Weston, and a special invitation 
came to Cowper and Mrs. Unwin. 

The very feeling in which shyness originates, makes 
tiie individual more sensible of any civilities that have an 
air of sincerity and kindness. " Our reception," says 
Cowper, "was flattering to a great degree, insomuch 

« Sii lUbert Tlrtwii morion, tha heart of tjie family, ihen in 
Iiu eigbty-fourtb jesr, resided in OxforrtBlurr}. I'liuugli ■ Ro- 
, he hurt "Jonu great tt 
ind (liii pariah) church." 
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! notice Hcemed to be taken of iis than we 
mid possiblj; baxe expected, indeed, rather mare than 
y of the other guests ; they even seemed anxiouB to 
r toconunend themselves to our regards. We drank cho- 
colate, and were asked to dine, hut were engag-ed"." 
" It is not poBsible to conceive a more engaging and 
a^reeahie character than the geatleinan's, or a more 
■'<«Dasiuninate asEcmhlage of all that is called good- 
■, complaisance, and innocent cheerfulness than 
le Been in tlie lady. They have lately received 
iny gross affronts from the people of the place, on 
Bcomit of their religion. We thought it therefore the 
i necessary to treat them with respect '"." — "A 
y or two after, Mrs. Unwin and I walked that way, 
e overtaken in a shower. I found a tree, that 
t thought would shelter us both, a large elm, in a 
e that fronts the mansion. Mrs. T. observed us, 
and running toward? us in the rain, insisted on our 
walking in. He was gone out. Wc sat chatting 
with her till the weather cleared up, and then at her 
iDstance took a walk with her in the garden. The 
garden ia almost their only walk, and is certainly their 
only retreat, in which they are not liable to interrup- 
tion. She offered lis a key of it in a manner that 
made it impossible not to accept it, and said she would 
send us one: a few days afterwards, in the eool of 
the evening, we walked that way again. We saw 
thcra going toward the house and exchanged bows 
and curtesies at a distance, but did not join them. In 
a few minutes, when we had passed the house, and 
vlud almost reached the gate that opens out of the p 

" To Mr. U..wi.i, " To Mr. Newton, Mny 10, 178*1 
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into the adjoining field, I heard the iron gate belong- 
I rag to the court-yard ring, and saw Mr. T. advnndng 
. hastily toward us ; we made equal haste to meet him, 
[ he presented to us the key, which I told him I eflteemed 
a singular favour, and after a few such speeches as 
are made on such occasions, we parted. This happened 
' about a week ago. 1 concluded nothing less, than that 
all this civility and attention was designed, on their 
part, as a prelude to a nearer acquaintance ; but here 
at present the matter rests. I should Uke exceedingly 
to be on an easy footing there, to give a morning call 
now and then, aud to receive one, hut nothing more. 
For though he is one of the most agreeable men I ever 
iaw, I could not wish to visit him in any other way; 
neither our house, furniture, servants, or income, 
being such as qualify us to make entertainments ; nei- 
ther would I on any account be introduced to the 
neighbouring gentry." 

The intercourse, however, proceeded farther than 
Cowper anticipated. He soon found himself a fa- 
vourite visiter at Weston Hall, and for that reason 
was a frequent one. Incidents connected with the 
fnmiiy led him to compose several of those minor 
pieces that give so much pleasure in the httle circles 
for which they are designed, and on which the repu- 
tation of such a writer stamps a value when they are 
made ciurent in the world of literature. In the easy 
intercourse of growing intimacy, Mr. and Mrs. Throck- 
morton became Mr. and Mrs. Frog, and by that inevit- 
able name have obtained a more lasting remembrance 
1 Cowpcr's letters than could have been conferred on 
them by a ducal title. 



rTHE Task meantime was flnished, , . that monument 
which, though not loftier than the pyramids, will more 
surely perpetuate its author's name, than those eldest 
of human works have handed down the history of their 
founders. It was transcribed in the autumn of 1784, 
and sent to Mr. Unwin for his perusal. " I know," 
said Cowper, " you will lose no time in reading it ; 
but I must beg you likewise to lose none in consigning 
it to Johnson, that if he chooses to print it, it may go 
to the press immediately ; if not, that it may be offered 
directly to your friend Longman, or any other. Not 
' 1 1 doubt Johnson's acceptance of it, for he will find 

e ad captatit populi than the former'." 
■ Unwin's opinion of the work relieved Cowper from 
e anxiety, and gave him " a good deal of positive 
." " I have faith in your judgement," said he, 
1 implicit confidence in the sincerity of your 
'•l^probation. The writing of so long a poem is a seri- 
ous buranesB, and the author must know little of his 
own heart who does not in some dt^ee suspect him- 
self of partiaUty to his own production : and who is he 
that would not be mortified by the discovery that he 
had written five thousand lines in vain ? If, when you 
make the offer of my book to Johnson, he should 
' Gtroke his cliin, and look up to the ceiling and cry — 

■ Sept. 11,1784. 
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' Humph !' — anticipate him (I beseech you) at once, 
by saying — ' that you know I should be sorry that he 
should undertake for me to his own diaadvantogc, or 
that my voUnne should be in any degree pressed upon 
him. I make bim the offer merely because I think he 
would have reason to complain of me, if I did not.' — 
But that punctilio once satisfied, it is a matter of indif- 
ference to me what publisher sends me forth. If 
Longman should have difficulties, which is the more 
probable, as I imderstand from yon, that he does not 
in theae cases see with his own eyes, but will consult a. 
brother poet, take no pains to conquer them. The 
idea of being hawked about, and especially of your 
being the hawker, is insupportable, Nichols (I hav^ 
heard) is the most learned printer of the present day. 
He may be a man of taate as well as learning ; and I 
suppose that you would not want a gentleman usher to 
introduce yon. He prints the Gentleman's Magazine, 
and may serve us if the others should decline; if not, 
give yourself no farther trouble about the matter, I 
may possibly envy authors who can afford to publish 
at their own expense, and in that case should write no 
iDore. But the mortification would not break my 

The first offer, however, was accepted. ■' I am glad 
for your sake," says Cowper to his friend, " that you 
succeeded in the first instance, and that the first trouble 
proved the laat. Willing, too, to consider Johnson's 
readiness to accept a second volume of muie as an 
argument that at least he was no loser by the former, 
I collect from it some reasonable hope that the volume 
in question may not wrong; him neither. My imagina- 
« Oct. aO, 1784, 



Ilion tells me (for I know you interest yourself in the 
success of my productions) that jour heart fluttered 
whea you approached his door, and tliat it felt itself 
discharged of a burthen when you came out again'." 

And now, when the poem was in Johnson's hands, 
he mentioned it te Mr. Newton ; not having done so 
sooner, he said, because almost to the last he had been 
doubtful whether he should ever bring it to a conclu- 
sion, working often in such distress of mind, as, while 
it spurred him to the work, at the same time threat- 
ened to disqualify him for it. To Mr, Unwin he said, 
" Mr. Newton will he surprised and, perhaps, not 
pleased; hut I think he cannot complain, for he keeps 
his own authorly secrets without participating them 
with me. I do not think myself in the least injured by 
his reserve ; neither should I, if he were to pubUsh a 
whole Ubrary without favouring me with any previouB 
notice of his intentions. In these cases it is no viola- 
tion of the laws of friendship not to communicate, 
though there must be a friendship where the commu- 
nication is made. But many reasons may concur in 
disposing a writer to keep hia work aeci-et, and none 
of them injurious to his friends. The influence of one 
I have felt myself, for whidi none of them would blame 
me — I mean the desire of surprising agreeably. And 
if I have denied myself this pleasure in your instance, 
it waa only te give myself a greater, by eradicating 
from your mind any little weeds of suspicion that might 
still remain in it, that any man hving is dearer to me 
than yourself. Had not this consideration forced up 
e lid of my strong-box like a lever, it would have 
' \ov. I, 17B-I. 
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last ; and the first news that either jou or any of my 
friends would have heard of the Task, they would have 
received from the public papers. But you know now, 
that, neither as a poet, nor as a man, do I give to 
any man a precedence in my estiraation at your 
expense '." 

The jealousy, here foreseen, was felt and expressed. 
" The moment Mr. Newton knew," says Cowper, 
" (and I took care that he should learn it first from 
me) that I had communicated to you what 1 had con- 
cealed trorri him, and that you were my authorship's 
go-between with Johnson on this occasion, he seat me 
a most friendly letter indeed, hut one in every line of 
which I could hear the sort murmurs of something 
like mortification, that could not be entirely sup- 
pressed. It contained nothing, however, that you 
yoiirself would have blamed, or that 1 had not every 
reason to consider as evidence of his regard to me. 
He concluded the subject with deairiug to know some- 
thing of my plan, to be favoured with an extract by 
way of speeunen, or (which he should bke better still) 
with wishing me to order Johnson to send him a proof 
as iast as they were printed off. Determining not to 
accede to this last request, for many reasons (but 
especially because 1 would no more show my poem, 
piecemeal, than I would my house if I had one ; the 
merits of the structure, in either case, being equally 
liable to aulfer by such a partial view of it), I h&ve 
endeavoured to compromise the diEFerence between ui, 
and to satisfy him without disgracing myself. The 
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jof sheets I have absolutely, though civilly refused : 
but I have pent him a copy of the nrg;unienta of each 
book, more dilated and circumstantial than those inserted 
in the work ; and to these 1 have added an extract as 
H|r desired ; selecting-, as moat suited to his taste — The 
^^Mw of the restoration of all things — which yuu recol- 
^fnt to have seen near the end of the last hook. I hold 
^tI necessary to tell you this, lest, if you should call upon 
him, he should startle you by discovering a degree of 
information upon the subject which you could not other- 
wise know how to reconcile, or to account for'." 

Mr. Newton appears to have ohjected to the blank 
verse in which the Task was written, and to the title 
of the poem, and to have intimated no favourable 
expectation of its success. Cowper answered all his 
objectjons without deferring to any ; and with regard 
to its fortune with the public, he said, " At any rate, 
though as little apt to be sanguine as most men, and 
more prone to fear and despond than to overrate my 
own productions, I am persuaded that I shall not 
forfeit any thing ty this volume that I gained by the 
last." To Mr. Unwin he says, " I have had a letter 
from Mr. Newton that did not please me, and returned 
an answer to it that possibly may not have pleased 
him. We shall come together again soon, I suppose, 
upon as amicable tenns as usual ; but at present he is 
in a stale of mortification. He would have been pleased 
d the book passed out of his hands into yours, or 
It of yours into his, so that he had previously 
i opportunity to advise a measure which I pursued 
.ion, and Lad seen the poems 
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in manuscript. But my design was to pay you a whole 
compliment, and I have done it. If he Hays more on 
the subject, I sball speak freely, and perhaps pleaae 
him less than I have done already*." 

While the Task was in the press, John Gilpin was 
gaining a wide reputation for its then unknown author. 
This lively story, in its newspaper form, came into the 
hands of Mr. Richard Sharp, well known afterwards 
in the literary and higher circles of societj" for his con- 
versational talents, and recently hy a volume of Eaaays 
and Poems, the careful compositions of his middle 
g^, which he puhlished at the close of a long life. 
Mr. Sharp was intinmtely acquainted with Heuderson, 
the great actor of those days, and the only one who 
has resembled Garrick in versatility of power; his 
FalstalT, his Benedict, and his Mr. Bayes having be«n 
not less finished perfonnances than his Shylock, his 
Hamlet, and his King John. Henderson was at that 
time delivering pubhc recitations at Freemason's HaJl : 
" it was my lucky chance," says Mr. Sharp'', " to 

» Dec. IB, 1784. 

' Itly last communicadan with Mr. Sharp vba upon this 
subject. Our intercourse, which was thus cloi^ed by actuunti- 
mcBtlon lelaCtDg lo the lilerary bisiory of Cowjier, commenced 
neiulj forty jeara before, upon ■ morning visit to Coirper's 
pobUaber. then in the Rules of the King's Ilenob, under a«a- 
tenve of imprisonment, for having pabliiihed B pamphlet by 
Gilbert VVakclield, whicb had been pronounced s sedidona 
libel. From tbe tommeacement of my roBideiive at Keewicfc 
(1803) till Ibe claae of tbii war, Hlr. Sharp eontinueij hia cq» 
lam of making an anuual journey to tbe Lakes. He *■« 
expected here as regularly as the season, and his society mw 
one of tlie pleasoTes which the season brought with it. 

Id his luit note to me, he says: " 1 ivjaico that you hars 



take liiin acquainted with John Gtlpin, and to propose 
his reading it. Yet, to be honest, 1 must own that I 
did not anticipate the prodigious effect of thai Btory, 
when the public attention was directed to it." 

ITieso readings were given iii conjunction with She- 
ridan, son of bwift 8 immortalized tnend and father 
of Brinsley Sheridan The terms ot admisiion wpre 
thought high, neTerthelesa the experiment suiceeded, 
and though it continued onlj during the Lent of onu 
yejkT, the profits amounted to eight hundred pounds 
ITie room was crowded upon every performance and 
this success was attributed much more to John Cidpin 
than to the serious part of the recitations. Henderson 
was unrivalled as a, reader, and for this reason, that he 
bad neither studied nor formed for himself any system 
of elocution. Ho was once addressed, when he de- 
scended from the desk, by a person who wriggled np 
t/) him, with " Pray, who did teach yoii to read, 
Mr. Henderson ?" " My mother, sir !" was his reply. 
Oae who was present at one of these recitations says, 
that when John Gilpin was delivered, " the whole 
audience chuckled; imd Mrs. Siddons, who sate next 
to me", lifted her unequalled dramatic bands, and 

UDderDsken Coopcr'a Life. Tbo painral facts are so well 
kuuwu. ihnC yoD must fairly tell the wliole sUiry of Lis dotauge- 
meBI, His poBlical cliaracler will aflbid you a olioiee oppor- 
luaity of giving your seiitiaiHiitii on tliB nature of tlie art, and 
the talue of bta departure frDin the Freoi^li scliQol, wturb liad 
eiclmim [lOisesaiun of our lilenitkire till Percy's Reliques 

' FoF tbis nnecdute 1 urn bvholden to an aDouvmoua corres- 
liio Bt tlie age of eighty-fivB appears to reiaiu his 
il his clieetl'ulQess iu sn aiCraorJiuary degree. 
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clapped as heartily as she herself used to be applauded 
in the aanie manner." But the effect was not confined 
to the overflowings audiences at Freemason's Hall. 
The ballad, which had then become the town talk, was 
reprinted from the newspaper, wherein it had Iain 
three years dormant. Gilpin, passing at full stretch 
■f the Bell at Edmonton, was to be seen in all print 
shops. One printseller sold six thousand. What had 
succeeded so well in London was repeated with inferior 
equal Bucecss, on provincial stages, 
and the ballad became in the highest degree' popular 
before the author's name was known. 

The first person who communicated to Cowper the 
intelligence that " the famous horseman" was afford- 
ing as much amusement to the public as he had for- 

' I know not whetber any writer hna disparaged it, except 
Henderson'B biographer, Mr. Jnba Ireland, wlio says, irith 
especial xefereuce ID Jolia Gilpin, tlial liii friend " railed inio 
repatatian some ibinga which necmed to liare been gallmred to 
tliB dull of anciflQt days ; and but for such a reuewal, bad pro- 
btbl; been still eorered with the clank of oblivion." 

Some notice, hai>e«et, this ballad bad certainly obtaineit, 
before Henderson brought it into vogue. The readings tt 
PraeniBson'a Hall were in 17B5, and in the preceding October, 
Cowper, when writing 10 Unwin respecting tbe intended publi- 
cation of Ilia aecoud volume, sayii, " I bave not been nntbout 
thoughts af addini; John Gilpin at the tail of all. He has made 
a good deal of noise in tbe world ; and perhaps it maj not bs 
amiss to show, that though I write generally nilh a at^rioaa 
intention, I knew how to be occasionallv merry. The Critioil 
Reviewers charged ma with ati atlempl at liumour. Jolin 
liBviug been more celebrated upon the score of humour tl 
ired iu modern days, may aervt 




jerly given to the little circles at Oiney and Stoek, 
ms to have been Mr. Newton. It called forth the 
owing' reply. 

TO THE HEV. JOHN NEWTON. 

T DEAR FB1£KD, April t1, 1785. 

When I received your account of the great ccle- 
y of John Gilpin, I felt myself both flattered and 
ved. Being man, and having in my composition 
Jie ingredienta of which other men are made, and 
(city amoDg the rest, it pleased me to reflect that I 
was on a sudden become so famous, and that all the 
world was busy inquiring after me : but the next mo- 
ment, recollecting my former self, and tbat thirteen 
years ago, as harmless as John's history is, 1 should 
not then have written it, my spirits sank, and I was 
ashamed of my success. Your letter was followed the 
next post by one from Mr. Uuwin. You tell me that 
I am rivalled by Mrs. Bellamy ; and he, that I have a 
competitor for fame, not less formidable, in the Learned 
Pig. Alaa ! what is an author's popularity worth, in 
a world that can suffer a prostitute on one side, and a 
pig on the other, to eclipse his brightest glories ? I 
am therefore sufficiently humbled by these considera- 
tions ; and iniless I should hereafter be ordained to 
engross the public attention by means more magni- 
ficent than a song, am persuaded that I shall suffer no 
I detriment by their applause. I have produced 
my things, under the influence of despair, which 
e would not have permitted to spring. But if the 
.1 of that melancholy, in which I have walked so 
, has thrown up here and there an unproiitable 



fungus, it ig well, at leaat, that it is not chai'gealilp with 
having' brought forth poison. Like you, I see, or 
think I can see, that Gilpin may have his use. Causes, 
n appearance trivial, produce often the most beneficial 
consequences ; and perhaps my ToIumcB may now tra- 
vel to a distance, which, if they had not been ushered 
into the world by that notable horseman, they would 

rer have reached. Our temper differs somewhat 
from that of the ancient .lews. They would neither 
dance nor weep. We indeed weep not, if a man mou 

10 us ; but I must needs say, that, if he pipe, ■ 
seem disposed tn dance with the gre.atest alacrity. 



w. c. 

In a subsequent letter to Mr. Newton, he says, " I 
should blame nobody, not even my iutimate friends, 
and those who have the most favourable opinion of Tite, 

re they to charge the publication of .lobn Gilpin, at 
the end of so much solemn and serious truth, to the 

ire of the author's vanity ; and to suspect that, how- 

!r sober I may be, upon proper occasions, I have yet 
that itch of popularity that would not suffer me to sink 
my title to a .jest that had been so successful. But Uie 
case is not such. When I sent the copy of the Ttuk 
to Johnson, I desired, indeed, Mr. Unwin to ask him 
the question, whether or not he would choose to make 
it a part of the volume ? This I did merely with a 
view to promote the sale of it. Johnson answered, 
" By all means." Some months afterward, he enclosed 
a uote to me in one of my packets, in which he ex- 
pressed a change of mind, alleging, that to print John 
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would only be to print what had been hack- 
in every magazine, in every shop, and at the 
of every street. I answered, that I desired to 
irely governed by his opinion ; and that if he 
o waive it, I shouJd he belter pleased with the 
in, Nothinjf more passed between us upon the 
, and I concluded that I should never have the 
immortal honour of being generally known as the 
author of John Gilpin In the last packet, however, 
down came John, very fairly printed and eijtupped for 
iblic appearance. The business havmg t^ken this 
I concluded that Johnson had adopted my origi- 
ihought, that it mipht proie advantageous to the 
he had bad the trouble and expense of 
printing it, I corrected the copy, and let it pass. 

A little impatience Cowper felt at the tardiness of 

hie pubhsher's proceedings : " that evil report of his 

Ldolence," said he, " reaches me from every body that 

iwB him, and is so genera), that had I a work, or 

publication of one in bond, the expense of which I 

[tended to take the hazard of upon myself, I should 

be very much afraid to employ him. He who will 

neglect himself, cannot well be expected to attend to 

the interests of another '"." After an interval of some 

weeks, he says, " I know not what Johnson is about, 

neither do I now inquire. It will be a month to-mor- 

Tow since I returned him the last proof. He might, 

ippose, have published by this time, without hurry- 

himself into a fever, or breaking bis neck through 

violence of his despatch : but having never seen 

"* To Mr. N'emlon, Mbj, 17B5, 
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the book advertised, I conclude tliat he ho.s not. Had 
the Parliament risen at tlie nsual time, he would hoye 
been just too late ; and though it sits longer than 
usual, or is likely to do so, I should not nonder if he 
were too late at last. Dr. Johnson laughs at Sava^" 
for cbai^ng the still-birth of a poem of his upon the 
bookseller's delay ; yet when Dr. Johnson had a poem 
of his own to publish, no man ever discovered more 
anxiety to meet the market. But I have token thought 
about it, till I am grown weary of the subject ; and at 
last have plained myself much at my ease upon the 
cushion of this one resolution, that if ever I have 
deahngs hereafter with my present manager, we will 
proceed upon other terms "." 

Cowper had not been discouraged by the reception 
of his first volume. He told Johnson that he " should 

" Cowper'a memory deceived Iiioi liaro. Johnson -does not 
laugh at Savage ; be saya that he " easily reconciled himself 19 
mankind, without imputing any dafect to hid work, by nbaeiT- 
ing that his poem was unluckily published two days after the 
prsTOgalion of the Parliament, and by DOnsequence at a tinH 
when all those who could be eipected to regard it weio iu tlia 
huny of preparing for their departure, or engaged io taking 
leave of others, upon their dismisaian from public afiaira." 

There is no laugh at Savage here ; the subject of the poem 
being " Public Spirit with regard to PubUc Workfl," the per. 
n be might bare eipecled to regard 
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antiety in JohnBon Cowper alludes to, — moat likely it waa upoa 
the publication of Irene ; the aala of a play generally ends ivith 
relty, aod any delay in publishing after tLe Grat night's 
lenlatioQ ia especially injurious to a ihcrl-lived piece. 
une Sj, 17 BO, 
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access, and determine by the event whether 
his occupation aa an author, or drop it for 
tut to paas the press htid been to pass the 
.ubicon ; though no triumph hiid been ohtaiued by the 
passage, he took hia stand uf'ter it as an author. One 
hope, indeed, whii'h was deurer to huu than any dream 
of being " for ever known," bad been dieappoinwdi the 
hope of recalling hlmseli' to the frieudly remembraiice 
of his old familiar friends. He has said himself that 
he ■' was covetous, if ever man was, of living in the 
remembrance of absentees whom he highly valued and 
>emed". But neither Thurlow nor Colman hod 
.thought it worth while" to thank him for his book; 
the latter, though he published one himself after 
it bad been sent him, did not " account it necessary to 
return the compliment." When the Task appeared, 
Cowper allowed himself, therefore, " to be a little 
pleased with an opportunity of showing thera that he 
resented their treatment, and sent the book to neither "." 
But they were no common men ; on his part at least 
it had been no common friendship, and it may evidently 
be seen that while resenting even angrily their neglect, 
he loved them both. His anger passed away with the 
expression of it ; the mournful sentiment remained ; and 
he seems to have thought, like Dr. Johnson when he 
sent his Dictionary into the world, that most of those 
whom he had once wished to please were lost to him, 
and in like manner to have dismissed his work *' with 
frigid tranquillity," as if in his gloom of solitude he had 
little to fear or hope from censure or from praise. That 

" OtI. I, ITBl. " In Mr. Uuwin, Aug. S7, 1783 

" lo )Ir. Nswlon, Jul^ 9. 178J. 






feeling, darkened by his own distempered melanehol)-, 
possessed him when be wrote thus to Mr. Newton ; 

1 found your account of what you experienced in 
your state of maiden authorship very entertaining, 
because very natural. I suppose that no man ever made 
his first sally from the press without a conviction that 
all eyes and ears would be engaged to attend him ; at 
least, without a. thousand anxieties lest they should not. 
But, however arduous and interesting such an entei - 
prise may be in the first instance, it seeius to me that 
our fedings on the occasion soon become obtuse. I 
can answer, at least, for one. Mine are by no means 
■what they were when I published my first volume. I 
am even so indifferent to the matter, that I can trutf 
assert myself guiltless of the very idea of my book 
sometimes whole days together. Uod knows that my 
mind having been o<;cupied more than twelve yeara in 
the contemplation of the moat distressing subjects, the 
world, and its opinion of what I write, is become as 
tmimportant to mc as the whistling of a bird in a bush. 
Despair made amusement necessary, and I found 
poetry the most agreeable amusement. Had I not 
endeavoured to perform my best, it would not have 
amused me at all. The mere blotting of so much 
paper would have been but indifferent sport. God 
gave me grace also to wish that 1 might not write in 
vain. Accordingly, I have mingled much truth with 
much trifle ; and such truths as deserved, at least, to 
be clad as well and as handsomely us 1 could clothe 
them. If the world approve me not, so much tlie 
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worsfi for them, but not for nie, I have only enden- 
voured to serve them, and the loss will be their own. 
And as to their commendations, if I should chance to 
them, I feel myself eqiiidly invulnerable there. 
! view that I have bad of myself, for many years, 
been so truly bumiliatinf!', that I think the praises 
11 mankind could not hurt me. God knows that I 
speak my present sense of the matter at least most 
tnily, when I say, that the odmiratiDn of creatures 
like myself seems to me a weapon the least dangerous 
that my worst enemy could employ against me. I am 
fmtiiied against it by such soUdity of real self-abase- 
ment, that I deceive myself most egregiously if I do 
not heartily despise it. Pruse belongeth to God ; and I 
to myself to covet it no more than I covet divine 
irs. Could I assuredly hope that God would at 
deliver me, 1 should have reason to thank him for 
all ihat I have suffered, were it only for the sake of 
this single fruit of my affliction, — that it has taught 
me how much more contemptible 1 am in myself than 
I ever before suspected, and has reduced my former 
share of self-know k>dge (of which at that time I had a 
tolerable good opinion) to a mere nullity, in comparison 
with what 1 have acquired since. Self is a subject of 
inscrutable misery and mischief, and can never be 
studied to so much advantage as in the dark : for as 
the bright beams of the sun seem to impart a beauty 
to the foulest objects, and can make even a dunghill 
smile, so the light of God's countenance, vouchsafBd to 
a (alien creature, so sweetens him and soflcns him for 
the time, that he seems, both to others and to hunself, 
to have nothmg savage or sordid about him- But the 
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heart is a neat of serpenta, and will be such while it 
continues to beat. If God cover the mouth of that 
nest with his hand, they are huith and snug ; but if he 
withdraw his hand, the whole family lift up their heads 
and hiss, and are as active and venomous as ever. 
Tliia I always professed to believe from the time that 
I had embraced the truth, but nevBr knew it as I know 
it now. To what end I have beeu made to know it as 
J do, whether for the benefit of others or for my own, 
or for both, or for neither, will appear hereafter. 

The first encouragement which he received was from 
his old schoolfellow Lord Dartmouth, lo whom he had 
sent the volume. He had read only a part of it; of 
that part, however, says Oowper, he expresses himself 
in terms with which my authorship has abundant cause 
to he satisfied, and adds that the specimen has made 
him impatient for the whole. He had ordered a copy 
also to Mr. Bacon, the sculptor, who being a friend of 
Mr. Newton's, and an admirer of his first volume, had 
made himself known to Cowper by sending him a. print 
of Lord Chatham's monument. The poet had been 
greatly pleased with it : "I have most of the monu- 
ments in the Abbey by heart," he says, " but I recol- 
lect none that ever gave me so much pleasure ;" and 
while this impression was yet warm, he introduced the 
artist and hi'i work into the Task". Mr. Bacon's 
reply is one of the few letters to Cowper which have 
escaped destruction. 

Gives more than female beiiaty to a atone, 

And ChBtliBin's eloquence lo muble lips. — Boot i. 



I 
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After thankinjj him for the present, he says ", " I 
Bkould not have room in my paper for obaervatioits 
on the different places that Btruck me ; this might 
serve for an excuse, as well as another equally true, 
ideed I feared I might sink ia your opinion, with 
itespect to my taste. There ia a disadvantage att«nd- 
reputation somewhat higher than one's deserts, 
that it puts one upon the stretch, and sometimes upon 
shifts, to support it. Bat indeed it is nothing more 
than the truth when I say, that I am heartily glad 
your hook was written, not only on my own account, 
but because I trust the best interests of mankind will 
be promoted by it. There are many that will not read 
a professedly religious book : the name of a clergyman 
to a treatise makes them cry out ' priestcraft,' and shut 
Ihe hook immediately. The pecuhar phraseology of 
Christians wtcites in such persons the idea of Metho- 
dism, which includes in it those of enthusiasm and 
nonsense ; so that a bar is raised at the very threshold, 
which usually prevents their entrance entirely. A 
writer on whom God has hestowed Biiperior talents, 
commands their respect and attention : he will meet 
them on their own ground ; he touches the springs of 
hmnan nature, and seta them about what they so 
.seldom do, — a thinking. This is a great point gained, 
•.tor we are lost for want of consideration; and while 
[ihey are detained by the liveliness and strength of the 
rery, the beauty of the language and melody of the 
who knows but the sentiment may enter into 

■ IB, 17 B6. 

' P«rhiip$ Mr. Bacaa iein(^in1)«reil Ilip lint stanzu iti Her- 
'a Cliurch Forth : 
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the soul ? We pretend not to change the heart, but 
He who can, has made the use of probable means our 
duty ; and having this single eye, we can never entirely 
miss our aim. ' If the son of peace be there, our peace 
shsll rest upon them ; otherwise it shall return to us 
I again/ 

1 " My dear sir, it is in vain ray saying I have often 
wished to see you in London ; if we can believe a poet, 
you are too much attached to sylvan scenes to venture 
into the suffocating air I am forced to breathe. In 
truth, 1 was ohliged to remember it was the language 
I of poetry, for I had in imc^nation packed up my alls, 
I and reared my cottage in the midst of some fertile 
valley, on the border of some scarce-penetrable wood. 
1 dreamed (hat there the weary might be at rest ; but 
awaking, I recollected that I should carry that of 
which sometimes I think I am most weary, along with 
me. Alas! it is only in the grave that this wicked 
heart will cease from troubling ! 

" Well, I hiuiibly hope that you and I are both 
placed by the Divine Hand, not only as we shall 
I answer his great design, (for that all creatures must 
I do,) but as our present situations shall best advance 
r final felicity. Our present happiness depends upon 
L such an extensive concurrence of circumstances, as 
f makes it absolutely beyond the calculation of mortals ; 
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but when we consider ourselves aa in a state of disci- 
i for another mode of existence, the question is 
JBvolved in twofold darkness. 

■' I have rambled so much as to have left myself 
scarce room to thaak you for thtt kind partiality with 
which you have mentioned my name in your book. 
What you said, I was very near beUeving, for 1 wished 
it true ; and I could ahnost foi^ve myself for being 
pleased with iL If I am censured, I will throw it upon 
the verse : perhaps I should blush to have as much 
gaid of me in prose. Indeed it was so well said, it is 
moBt likely to be fiction, which, accordiug to Waller, 
the Muses most delight in. 

" You will easily perceive I have wrote what comes 
uppermost. I confide in your candour, and to the 
feelings of my heart, which caimot have dictated any 
thing incompatible with that sincere respect and esteem 

rwht<:li I am, dear sir. 
Your obliged and obedient servant, 
J. BACOX. 

In this letter " Mr. Bacon touched upon one of 
those causes to which the immediate popularity that the 
,pubhcation of the Task obtained for its author may 
A ascribed. The must impassioned and imaginative 
IT devotional writers has pronounced a severe but 
il-ibuudcd condemnation upon the generality of our 
9 of devotion, saying, that they are, in a large 
^ee, the occasion of that great indevotion which 
ivaila amoDg nominal Christians. They administer 
■ ThialettniBoneof theTBluablecommiuiirBtionifDiwIiidi 
• Editor aud die piihlio ue obliged to Mr. Ujii.'uu. 
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as physic that whiph never can be willingly taken nor 
well assimilated unless it be received as food. But 
never were intellectual delight, and moral instruction, 
and religious feeling more happily blended than in 
this poem : never was any purpose more effectually 
accomplished than that which Cowper proposed to 
himself in composing it ; and the hope which Mr. 
Bacon expressed was speedily fulfilled. 

Undoubtedly John Gilpin led the way to this popu- 
larity. Those who remember the effect of Hen- 
derson's recitation have attested this : and if John- 
son had persisted in his first intention of excluding- 
that ballad from the volume, because it had already 
been printed in so many terms and dispersed every 
where through town and country, he would have com- 
mitted a greater mistake than when he suppressed 
Mr. Newton's preiace. Upon second thoughts he not 
only admitted it, but specified it in the title page and 
in the advertisement. Cowper was fully sensible of 
the service it had rendered him. He says to Mr. New- 
ton, " I know no more than you what kind of a market 
my hook has found ; but this I heheve, that had not 
Henderson died, and had it been worth my while to 
have ^ven him a hundred pounds to have read it in 
public, it would have been more popular than it is"." 

The first volume had sold bo slowly that it was not 
thought prudent to publish the Task and its appendant* 
as a second ; but the first, with a complete list of its 
contents, was advertised at the end of the book ; and 
of the many who were induced lo read the Task 
because it was written by the author of John Gilpin, 
*■ J)eo. 10, 1785. 
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V were led to inquire for the provioua vokiiiie 
because it was by the author of the Task. In the second 
edition, which was called for m the enauing year, the 
two Tolumes were connected as lirst and second, and 
in the numerous editions that haie succeeded each 
other they have never been di>!un]ted 

Before Coft'per could know how the public received 

s Task, he had the satisfaction of finding' that it had 

assed the more formidable ordeal of his neighbours, 

md that he was " aliowod to be a genius at Obiey." 

P Mr. Teedon," says he, writing to Mr. Unwin, " has 

ost left us. lie has read my hook, and aa if fear!iil 

\al I had overlooked some of them myself, has pointed 

fout to me all its Iwautius. I do assure you the man 

has a very acute discernment, and a taste that I have 

no fault to find with. I hope that you are of the same 

opinion "." Mr, bacon's letters, and one from Mr. Bsr- 

ham. he mentioned as being very flattering ; " such," 

said he, " aa might make a lean poet plump, and an 

bumble poet proud ; hut being myself neither lean nor 

g.Jnunhle, I know of no other effect they had than that 

ased me ; and I communicate the intelligence 

) you not without an assured hope that you will be 

leased also." Thanking the same friend a little while 

lerwards for some facetious engravings of John Gil- 

, he savs, " a serious poem is Hke a swan, it flics 

savily, and never far; b\it a jest has the wings of a 

rallow that nnver tire, and that carry it into every 

lok and comer. I am perfectly a stranger, however, 

reception that my volume meets with, and 1 

in respect of my noni:ha(ance upon Shrit sub- 

" July 27, 1705. 
—2. U 



ject, if authors could but copy so fair an eiamplo, am 
a most exemplary character. I must tell you never- 
thelesB, that although the laurels that I gain at Olney 
will never minister much to my pride, I have acquired 
gome. The Reverend Mr. Scott is my admirer, and 
thinks my second volume superior to my first. It 
ought to be so. If we do not improve by practice, then 
nothing can mend us ; and a man has no more cause 
to be mortified at being told that he has excelled him- 
self, than the elephant had, whuEc praise it was that 
he was the greateat elephant in the world, himself 
excepted "." Public opinion however was pronounced 
upon this volume so speedily that it became popular 
befure the reviews gave their concurrent sentence in 
its favour. And before Cowper was apprized of ita 
reception it had the happy effect of renewing his cor- 
respondence with hia relations. It has been said that 
they neglected him for many years till the Task came 
out, and that they were then glad to take him up again. 
Clad to resume the intercourse undoubtedly they were, 
and proud also, as well they might he. But the neg- 
lect had not been exclusively on their aide ; . . it was 
reciprocal, easily accountable on both sides ; and when 
accounted for, it is easily to be excused. 

In a letter to Mr. Unwin, written at this time", 

Cowper says, " 1 have had more comfort, lor more 

comfort, in the connexions that I have formed within 

I the last twenty years, than in the more numerous 

I ones that I had before. Memorandum, the latter are 

\. almost all Unwins, or Unwniisms." 

In this same letter it was that he said he was " coveti' 



■jiflth. 
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o«s, if ever man was, of living in the remembranc*! of 
abseutees whom he highly valued and esteemed." It 
has been seen that he endeavoured, and without Bue- 
cesB, t« recall himself to Thuriow's remembrance and 
to Colman's : but it does not appear that he made any 
similar advances towards his relations, dearly as he 
laved his uncle Ashley, highly as he respected his 
inusin the General, and much as he was beholden U) 
On either part there seems to have existed an 
icomfortable feeling. Cowper, though his annual 
idlowaace from them had been regidarly received, be- 
lived"* at thb time tliat the general had withdrawn 
his part of it ; and he remembered that the last letters 
from his uncle were in a tone of gentle reproof and 
prudential admonishment to which he had not thought 
proper to dei'er. He supposed that they could regard 
him only as an unfortunate kinsman, who having dis- 
appointed the fair hopes and expectations of his tamily, 
bad become a burthen upon them, — an object of their 
oomjiassion, but no longer of their love. They, no 
doubt on their part, inferred from the strain of his 
latest communications, and from his conduct, that his 
malady had only assumed a milder form, and that one 
effect of it had been to alienate him from all those 
whom he looked upon as unregenerate. That he did 
not send them his first volume must have strengthened 
iheni ill this opinion; and if thi^y looked into it (as 
they were likely to do) under on impression of this 
kind, they would perceive there much that tended to 
confirm it, and raipht therefore disr^ard other purts 
iJB which his original and happy character a;ipeared 



through the cloud. That character manifested itse!f 
Fully in his second publication ; and it was not because 
Covrper was becoming famous, but because he seemed 
to have become himself again, that the intercourse be- 
tween him and his relations was now reopened by the 
dearest of them. Lady Hesketh. 

They who remembered Lady Hesketh in her prime, 
spoke of her as " u hrilUant beauty, who attracted all 
eyes on her at Ranelagb"." No portrait of her has, 
as yet, been discovered ; and it is even more to be 
■ regretted that her correspondence with her sister, 
which might have thrown much light upon some of 
the most interesting parts of Cowper's history, has 
not been preserved, and that her letters to Cowpcr 
himself have shared the same fate. I cannot bnt 
repeat here that, though there is often cause to cen- 
sure the want of discretion and of delicacy with which 
posthumous papers have been published, there is more 
reason to condemn the rashness, or the carelessness 
and the folly with which they have been destroyed. 
They whose researches have been among such docu- 
ments know how imperfect the information is that can 
be gathered from a one-sided correspondence. Eveii 
with regard to individual character it sometimes h^- 
pens that more may be learnt from the way in which 
those who are weD acquainted with an eminent person 
wrote to him, tlian from any thing which transpires in 
his own letters. 

In the best sense of the words, however, no womtia 
ran be better known than Lady Hexketh. She had 
looked upon her cousin almost as a brother, in child- 

" Lalter from Sir Kgerlon Bryilijes. 
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Dod and in youth, and many years of absence and 
intermitted intercourse had in no degree diminished 
her regard for him. On both sides the latent feeling 
needed only a touch to call it forth. She had now 
irs a widow ; and during the first years 
her widowhood, after her return to England, she 
been much engaged *' with a variety of mournful 
The last letter" that she had received from 
in a strain of that melancholy pietism which 
^loom over every thing, and which seems at 
once to chill the intellect and wither the affections, 
aw that he could once more indulge a 
lyfiil temper, and sport upon light subjects as he 
been wont to do in former days ; and after rend- 
ing John Gilpin her heart told her that a letter from 
the cousin with whom he used " to giggie and make 
giggle " would be received and answered with as much 
warmth and sincerity as it was written with. 

How perfectly this expectation was answered^A 
seen in his reply. 



^Edi 

^^utie 



but 



1 couaiN, Odt, 13, ]I| 

s no new thing with yon to give plea 

ttt 1 will venture to say, that you do not often give 

e than jou gave me this morning. When I came 

n ta breaktast, and found upon the table a letter 

uiked by my uncle, and when opening that frank 1 

md that it contwned a letter from you, I said within 

" This is just as it should be. We are all 

rown young again, and the days that I thougld 



r ahoiJd see no more, are actuiilly returned." You per- 
f Ceive, therefore, that you judged well whpn you con- 
I jectured, that aline from you would not he disagreeable 
le. It could not be otherwise than, as in fact it 
proved, a most agreeable surprise, for I can truly 
boast of an afl'ection for you, that neither years, nor 
interrupted intercouTHe, have Mt all abated, I need 
only recollect how much 1 valued you once, and with 
how much cause, immediately t^ feel a revival of the 
same value : if that can be sajd to revive, which at 
the most has only been dormant for want of employ- 
ment, but 1 slander it when i say that it has slept. A 
thousand times have I recollected a thousand scenes, 
in which our two selves have formed the whole of the 
drama, with the greatest pleasure ; at times, too, when 
I had no reason to suppose that I should ever hear 
from you again. I have laughed with you at the 
Arabian Nights Entertainment, which afforded us, aa 
jou well know, a fund of merriment that deserves 
never to be forgot. I have walked with you to Netley 
Abbey, and have scrambled with you over hedges in 
every direction, and many other feats we have per- 
formed together, upon the field of my remembrance, 
I Bod all within these few years. Should 1 say within 
this twelvemonth, I should not transgress the truth. 
I The hours that I have spent with you were arooDE 
the pleasanteat of my former days, and are therefore 
I chronicled in my mind so deeply, as to feel no erasure. 
I Neither do I for^t my poor friend. Sir Thomas. I 
I should rcmeinber him, indeed, at any rate, on account 
I of his personal kindness to myself ; but the last leati- 
1 mony that he gave of his regurcl Ibr jou endears him 



me still more. With his uncommon understanding 
ir with many peculiarities he had more sense than 
my of hie acquaintance), and with his generous sensi- 
. vae hardly possible that he should not dis- 
tinguish you as he has done. As it was the last, so 
it was the best proof, that he could give, of a judge- 
ment that never deceived him, when he would allow 
himself leisure to consult it. 

You say that you have often heard of me: that 

puzzles me. I cannot imagine from what quarter, but 

_ it is no matter. I must tell you, however, my cousin, 

tiat yotir information has been a Httle detective. That 

II happy in iny situation is true; 1 live, and have 

iffed these twenty years, with Mrs. Unwin, to whose 

iffectionate care of me, during the far greater part of 

.t time, it is, under Providence, owing that I live at 

But I do not account myself happy in having 

I tor thirteen of those years in a state of mind 

t has made all that care and attention necessary; 

n attention, and a care, that have injured her health, 

■ <and which, had she not been uncommonly supported, 

must have brought her to the grave. But I will pass 

to another subject ; it would he cruel to particularize 

only to give pain, neither would I by any means give 

ue to the first letter of a correspondence so 

lexpectedly renewed. 

am delighted with what you tell me of my uncle's 

i health. To enjoy any measure of cheerfulness 

: a day is much ; but to have that late day 

mlivened with the vivacity of youth, is much more, 

these postdiluvian times a rarity indeed. 1 lappy, 

f most pan. are parents who have daughters. 
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■ Daughters arc not apt lo outlive, their natural affec- 

■ tians, which a son has generally survived, eveu before 

■ his boyish years are expired. I rejoice particularly in 
Kmy uncle's felicity> who has three female descendants 
■from bis little person, who leave him nothing to wish 
■ibr upon that bead. 

I My dear cousin, dejection of spirits, which, 1 sup- 

' pose, may liave prevented many a man from becoming 

an author, made me one. I find constant employment 

necessary, and therefore take care tti be constantly 

employed. Manual occupations do not cng^;e the 

piind sufficiently, as I know by eiperionce, having 

I tried many. But composition, especially of verse, ab- 

I Borbs it wholly. I write, therefore, generally three 

r hours in a morning, and in an evening 1 transcribe. 

I I read also, but less than I write, for I must have 

I bodily exercise, and therefore never pass a day with- 

ou ask tas where I have been this summer. I 
I answer at Ohiey. Should yuu ask me where 1 spetit 
I the last seventeen summers, I should still answer, at 
I.Olney. Ay, and the winters alsoj I have seldom left 
lit, and except when I attended my brother in his last 
Villness, never I believe a fortnight together. 

Adieu, my beloved cousin, 1 shall not always be 
I tbus nimble in reply, but shall always have great 
f pleasiu^ in answermg you when I can. 

Yours, my dear friend, and cousin, 

W.C. 



In ber second letter Lady Hesketh inquired into tbe 

state of his income, apprehending that it must needs 



a straightened one, and offering him such aaaj at- 
e as she was iihle to afford. He replied thus : 



En- CDUaiN, Olnsj, Nor. S, 1783. 

Whose lost most affectionate letter has run in my 
er since I received it, and which I now sit 
I answer two days sooner than the post will 
servp me ; I thank yon for it, and with a warmth for 
which I am sure you will give me credit, though I 
do not spend many words in descrihing it. I do not 
seek tiew friends, not being ahogether sure that I 
should find them, but have unspeakable pleasure iu 
being still beloved by an old one. I hope that now 
our correspondence has suffered its last interruption, 
and that we shall go down together to the grave, 
chatting and chirping as merrily as such a scene of 
things as this will pcnnit. 

I am happy that my poems have pleased you. My 
volume has afforded me no such pl»Misure at any time, 
^ther while I was writing it, or since its puhUtiation, 
sa I have derived from yours and my uncle's opinion 
of it. I make certain allowances for partiality, and 
for that peculiar quickness of taste, with which you 
both rehab what you like, and after all drawbacks 
upon those accounts duly made, find myself rich in 
the measure of your approbation that still remains. 
But above all, 1 honour Joliu Gilpin, since it was he 
who first encouraged you to write. I made him on 
purpose to laugh at, and he served his purpose well ; 
■■jmt I am now in debt to him for a more valuable 
Njuisition than all the laughter in the world unioiints 
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I to, the recovery of my mtercourae with you, which is 
I to nie inestimable. My benevolent and generous cou- 
P Bin, when I was once asked if 1 wanted any thing', sjid 
given dolirately to understand that the inquirer was 
ready to supply all my occasions, I thankfully and 
oiviUy, but positively, declined the favour. I neither 
luffcr, nor have sufTered, any such inconveniences as 
I I had not much rather endure than come under obli- 
I gatioDB of that sort to a. person comparatively with 
I yourself a stranger to me. But to you 1 answer other- 
wise. I know you thoroughly, and the liberality of 
vour disposition, and have that consummate confidence 
in the sincerity of your wish to serve me, that delivers 
me from all awkward constraint, and from all fear of 
trespassing by acceptance. To you, therefore, I reply, 
1 yes. Whensoever, and whatsoever, and in what man- 
' ner-soever you please ; and add moreover, that my 
affection for the jjiver is such as will increase to me 
tenfold the satisfaction that I shall have in receiving. 
It is necessary, however, that I should let you a little 
into the state of my finances, that you may not suppose 
them more narrowly circumscribed than they are. Since 
Mrs. Unwin and I have lived at Olney, we have had 
but one purse, although during the whole of that time, 
till lately, her income was nearly double mine. Her 
I revenues indeed are now in some measure reduced, 
and do not much exceed my own ; the worst conse- 
quence of this is, that we ore forced to deny ourselvea 
some things which hitherto we have been better able 
to afTord, but they ore such things as neither lifBi nor 
the well-being of life, depend upon. My own income 
1 better than it is, but when it was best. 





"J" 



ve eniibled me to live us my connexions 
ided that 1 efaould, had it not been combined 
better than itself, at least at thi^ end of the 
n. Of this I hod full proof during three 
months that I spent in lodgings at Huntiii}j;don. in 
which time by the help of guod management, and a 
flear notion of economical mattcrB, 1 contrived to 
spend the income of a twelvemonth. Now, my be- 
loTed cousin, you are in possession of the whole case 
as it stands. Strain no points to your own inconve- 
nience or hurt, for there is no need of it, hut indulge 
yourself in communicating (no matter what) that you 
can spare without misiJing it, since by so doing you 
will be sure t-o add to the comforts of my life one of 
the sweetest that I can enjoy — a, token and proof of 
afTection. 

I cannot believe but that I should know you, not> 
withstanding all that time may have done : there is 
not a feature of your tace, could I meet it upon tiie road. 
by itself, that I should not instantly recollect. I should 
iy, that is my cousin's nose, or those are her lips and 
chin, and no woman upon earth can claim them 
It herself. As for me, I am a very smart youth of 
years; I am not indeed grown gray so much as I 
am grown haidl No matter ; there was more hair in 
the world than ever had the honour to belong to me; 
accordingly having fomad just enough to curl a little 
at my ears, and to intermix with a little of my own, 
that still hangs behhtd, I appear, if you see me in an 
afternoon, to have a very decent head-dress, not easily 
linguished from my natural growth, which being 
small bag, and a hinck riband about my 
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neck, continues to me the charms of my youth, even 
on the verge of age. Away with the fear of writing 
too often I 

W. C. 

P. S. — That the view I give you of myself may be 
complete, I add the two following items — That I am 
in debt to nobody, and that I grow fat. 

The happiest stage of Cowper's life commenced 
when the intercourse with this beloved cousin was 
thus renewed. He compared himself, in the e£fect 
produced upon him, to the traveller described in Pope's 
Messiah ^*, who, as he passes through a sandy desert, 
starts at the sudden and unexpected sound of a water- 
fall. And the same volume which was the occasion 
of restoring to him this blessing, at once placed him 
at the head of the poets of his age. 

^ The swain in barren deserts with surprise 
Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise. 
And starts amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 



■> thai 
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Dr. Bumey, the elder, visited Femey, in his 
travels, Voltaire inquired of him what poets we then 
had in England? and was answered, "we have Mason ■ 
and Gray." " 'fhey write but little," he replied, "and 
you seem to have no one who lords it over the rest 
like Dryden, Pope, and Swift." " I told him," saya 
Bumey, " it was perhaps one of the inconveniences of 
periodical joiimats, however well executed, thai thf^ 
often silenced modest men of genius, while impudent 
blockheads were impenetrable, and unable to feci the 
critic's scoui^ ; that Mr. Gray and Mr, Mason had 
both been illiberally treated by mechanical critics, 
i?ven in newspapers ; and that modesty and love of 
quiet seemed in these gentlemen to have got the better 
of their love of fame '." 
Voltaire, who lorded it himself over the literature of 
country, was but superficially acquainted with 
that of any other. Dryden may rather be said to have 
at one time deserved the suproniBcy, tJian ever by 
general consent to have possessed it ; and it was not 
by his poetry that Swil't attained the hig'h station 
ihich he must ever hold among English writers, 
was our first and only dictator. In specifying 
and Mason as the most eminent of the then 

I'ressuc SUtB of Mum.- in Froucu aiid lUlj, 1771. 
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living poets. Dr. Blimey spake the just opinion of his 
contemporaries ; but in ascribing so much power to 
periodical criticiGm, he was wron^ both in the general 
remark, and in the particular application. Such criti- 
cism may do, and has done, much in assisting to cor- 
rupt the public laate ; but the tear of it never withheld 
any poet from publishing'; nor has its most deter- 
mined enmity ever succeeded in crualiing a poem that 
deserved to live, nor for any length of time m prevent- 
iug- it from making its way. 

When that visit was paid at Femey, by a good man 
to the apostle of licentiousness and impiety, Gray was 
planning and preparing for great works both in prow 
and verse ; and Mason, in the enjoyment of fair prefer- 
ment properly bestowed, was amusing himself with ano- 
nymous satires, and proceeding leisurely with his didactic 
and later dramatic works. Before Cowper i^pcared 
in the field Gray was dead, and Mason seemed to have 
retired from it. At any time the Task must have be«n 
successful, but at no time could the circumstances have 
been more favourable for its reception. For the ren- 
val of that true English taste, which this poem ndbnly 
contributed to promote, had already been begun. 

The revolution in our fine literature, which took 
place upon the Restoration, was as gi^at as the poli- 
tical revolutions which preceded, and in their conse- 
quences produced it. There is no other example of 
so sudden a degradation, nor any of so great a one 
except where it has coincided with the decay and 
downfall of a state. It was moat apparent in die 
drama, a high department wherein the English had 
far excelled all modem nations. The last cf that 
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ibaol of dramatists, to whom, far inferior as all, and 
ospccially thn latter ones, were to their mig-hty roas- 
ter, no other language has produced any that are 
either like, or comparable, lived to see a French school 
introdueed in the country of Shakespeare ; rhymed 
tragedies became the fashion of the age ; and, which 
is the worst system of depravation, men of great and 
indubitable genius took the lead in this and other 
perversions of the national taste. The blank verse 
old plays is so perfectly in accord with the 
lias of our language, and so excellently adapted to 
purpose, that no greater proof of degenerated taste 
ever been given than in this attempt to supersede 
by & faihion imported from France, with the 
French accompaniments of frippery, tinsel, and false 



During the great rebelhon, when the theatres were 

dosed and plays were contraband, such portions of old 

t Mock pieeea as were most likely to please the populace 

i exhibited under the appellation of Drolls^ in 

1 houtha at fairs, or on mountebank stages. 

" Wbsn (he piihlii)ii« tlieatres were shut up, and tlie neton 
^bidden tn present ub with any of ilieir Iragedien because we 
Oughof tliaCbHUiiest, and comediea, bevnuse lb« rices 
Fibe age were too lirety and smartlj repreaenLed, Uien nil 
'e could dirt-rt ouraelves with were those humoors, and 

w afplnya, friiiob paiaiag under the name ofa meny con- 

ooited fvtlow, i^alled Botlom the Weaver, Simpleton the Smitli, 
Julin Swaliblur, or some such title, were only nlluwed us, ami 
lliat but hy aieallb, and ander pretence of rope- dan ring, or iJie 
Hke," — Fraiieit Kirkman'i PrfJ'aee tn the Wiii, nr .Sjiuj-I upon 
bein|( a uurioua colUctian of si'Verul DrolU mid rnrcvs, 
h 1673. 
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Yet it was not so dert^atorj to Shaltpspeare that the 
humours of Bottom the Weaver should thus he vul- 
garized, aa that his nohlest works should be acconi' 
modated to the temper of the times, not alone by 
authors who. whatever reputation they enjoyed, were 
botchers at the best, but by men who, when they com^ 
mitted this sacrilege, could not hut be conadouB that 
it was sacrileg;e they were eommitting. ShadweU 
boasted that he had made Tinion of Athens into a 
play! the execution was worthy of the attempt, and 
the attempt was worthy ot' Shadwell, whose bust in 
Westminster Abbey ought to have been east cither in 
lead or in hrnsa. or in an emblematic amalgama of the 
two metals. Nahum Tate, who of all my predecessorB 
must have ranked lowest of the laureates, — if he had 
not succeeded ShadweU, — adapted Coriolanus, Richard 
the Second, and King Lear to his own notiona f£ 
dramatic propriety. Shadwell could not degrade him- 
self, for nothing could degrade him ; and poor Nahinn, 
whom Dryden invited to assist him in his Absalom 
and Aebitophel, aud who was one of the duumvirate 
appointed to " fit the Psalms to the tunes used in 
churches," may be excused for fancying that he could 
fit Shakespeare's tragedies to the stage. But how can 
we explain or excuse the obliquity of taste and obtuse- 
ness of feeling in Dryden, and in Davenant (a poet of 
a. higher grade } when they joined in interpoUtinK tlM 
Tempest with their own base inventions ? 

The change which took place in the drama was in 
all respects for the worse ; in other kinds of poetry it 
not at first so entirely bad ; yet there was a ra^d 
decline. Imagination aud fancy had already h 
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placed by conceit and wit ; and tliese in their turn 
lowered, till at length thp poverty of thought 
upon a level with the meagrcness of expression. 
i Dryden, though the chief of ihuae who deliaaed 
the drama, is the great and almost the only exception, 
for Cowley and Uutler, as well as Milton, belong to 
tlie preceding generation. 

It was at one time a received opinion, and Johnson 
gaye it the sanction of his great authority, that Waller 
and Denham began to refine our versiRcation, and that 
iryden perfected it. Before the time of Dryden, he 
ijs there was " no poetical diction, no system of 
irds at once refined from the grossness of domestic 
and free from the harshness of terms appropriated 
to particular arts." " The new versification, as it was 
called, may he considered," he says, " as owing its 
establishment to Dryden, from whose time it is appa- 
rent that English poetry has had no tendency to relapse 
to its former savageness." " The veneration with 
which his name is pronounced hy every cultivator of 
English literature, is paid to him, as he retined the 
langnage, improved the sentiments, and tuned the 
numbers of Euglish poetry," " To him we owe the 
impravement, perhaps the completion of our metre, — 
and much of the correctness of our sentiments." But 
there was no auhject of which Johnson, if he knew any 
tlung, knew so little as of our early poetry. The ports 
before the Restoration were to him what the world 
before the flood is to historians. He has. however, 
incidentally observed, that the EliKubethan poets " had 
attained an orl of modulation which was afterwards 
neglecUid or forgotten." 
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Our versification, which was exceedingly complicated 
in the first ages of our poetry, appears to ktve been of 
home growth. We neither inherited nor borrowed 
any thing from the Webh, whose Bystem of metre is 
more intricate than that of any other people. From 
our Saxon ancestors a scheme of alliterative Terse was 
retained, which became obsolete almost as soon as 
Kers Ploughman's Visions (one of the most remark- 
able works in the language) had been composed in it> 
The extravagant fashion of the Scalds, who strung 
mytholo^cal metaphors into a sort of language which 
was one continued riddle, had no imitators here; nor 
has it had any parallel in European literature, except 
ill the short-lived style which Gongora introduced 
among the Spaniards. But with what care the ver- 
naciilar poetry was cultivated as an art may be seen in 
the Metrical Romances, in many of which the stanzas 
are very graeefiil, and in others not less curiously 
elaborate. The first reformation which it underwent 
was to free it from some gratuitous difficultiea, and 
divest it of the cumbrous ornaments witli which it had 
been overloaded. Chaucer, who is deservedly accounted 
the Father of English Poetry, effected this. The line 
of English poets begins with him, as that of English 
kings with William the Conqueror ; and if the choi^ 
introduced by him was not so great, his title is better. 
Kings there were before the conquest, and of great 
and glorious memory too : but the poets before Chau- 
cer are like the heroes before Agamemnon ; even of I 
those whose works have escaped oblivion, the names ' 
of most have perished. 

Father Chaucer, throwing off all trammels, simplified 
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verse. Nature had given him the ear and the eye 
the imagination of a pi>et ; and his diction was 
1 aa that of all great poets has ever been, and ever 
ill be, in all countries, — neither cramped by pedantic 
les, nor vitiated by prevailing fashions, nor raised 
stilts, nor drooping Cor want ol' strength, but rising 
ad ialling with the subject, and always suited to it. 
The seven-lined stanza of his Troilua and Crcsseide' 
waa adopted from the Provenceal poets. 1 know not 
whether he had any example of the ten-syllable couplet 
in the poets of France, Provence, and Italy, but the 
Hermit of Hampole, Richard RoUe, who perhaps 
himself followed others, had shown him the way in 
this. That the one form of verse was, in his judge- 
ment, OS well fitted for grave and lof^y auhjecta as the 
other, is certain, ftir in such subjects he has employed 
them both : but it appears that the couplet took its 
character in common opinion from his lighter pieces, 
and was supposed to be adapted for nothing better. 
And while the " Troilus verse," as King James called 
it, obtained the dignified title of Rhythm Royal', the 

' Sjdney Begins to havii coanid^rtd tliit ai his greUeat 
poem. " ChBUFei." Iip raya, " undDubCedly Jid eicellFntly ill 
Ms Tmilui and Crenspide. of wtom duly I know not wht<lh«t 
|0 mBTvel more, eiilier thnt he in iliat miaiy rime coulil gen lo 
cleuly. or Uiat we in this cleu age go so Btombliugly aller 
Mm."— JJ»/en« of Puny. 

* " HU metre heroicnl of Troiliu snd Cresseid is very grave 
apil slately, keepng ib» staff of aeven iind the vriae of tea : 
hi* other retnet of the Canteibm-y I'llea be but riding rhyme, 
nevertiiiflBea very we[] becoming the matlei of thai pleKsaut 
pilgtitnage, in whirh <ivety ihiid's put i« played with mucli 
decBDCy."— PuItmAuM, An bJ English I'oug. p. ,W. 

" 1 bad foTgatten a notable kind of rliymo called riding rhyme, 
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Strain in which the knight related his tale of PalanioD 
and Arcite, and in whicli " the story of Cambuscan 
bold" had been pitched, was degraded in pubhe esti- 
mation, and distinguished by the contemptuous t^rm 
of Tiding rhymes'. 

It IB a disputed question whether Chaucer's verseB 
be rhjthniic<i! or metrical. I beUeve them to have 
been written* rhythmically, upon the aame principle 

iui<l that is such as out mHstetand fatber, Cliaucer. used in hia 
Canterbuij Tales, and ia tlivers other delegable end lit;ht 
euterpriaefl. As this riding rh^me serveth most aptly to wnCe 
a m^rry tale, sa rbyllimo royal is fittest for a grmve discDune.'' 
— Gojfnigne'i Inslnicloi; p. 12. 

Rithma royat ia tha sBven-lined stania of Tnsiias and 
Creieide. Gascoigne desorihea it aa " aferse often syllables, 
Bnd leren each veraea make a alaff, whereof the first aod tkird 
lines do usswer, across, in like termination and rhyme; th« 
second, fourth, and fifth do likewise answer each otlierin tenni- 
nations ; and the two last do combine and shut up the aentenae: 
tin's hath be«a called rilhme royal, and surely it ia a royal kinil 
of verso, lerying beat for giave disuoutsea."— lb. p. 10. 

James I. in his Reulia and cautelia to beobsBrvit and esi^bewil 
in Scottia Poesie. says this stanza is cnlled Troiliis verse, and 
that it is to be used " for tragical maleiis, cnmplaintls, or tes- 

' Perhaps Shakespeare alludes to this appellation when he 
describes a still more tamiliat kind of measare, as the " right 
butterwoman'a rate to niarkel." Srnaii jiedtslria ia an eiprea- 
aion analogous to riding rhume. 

James 1. speaks of the leu syllable couplet as an infeflor 
"iB compared w' " 



" qnhilk SI 



ir lang bisloreis, and ail ■>« 



choolfeltow, James Uoswell the younger, aud in which 1 
, am supported by Farmec and Dt. Notl (who I think has fully 



D wliich Coleridge composed his beautiful fragment of 
Christabel, — that the niimber of beats, or accentuated 
syltahtes in erery line should he the same, although the 
number of syllableB themselves might vary. Verse so 
composed will often be strictly metrical ; and because 
Chaucer's ia frequently so, the argument has been 
raised that it is always so if it be read properly, ac- 
oording to the intention of the author. Gut to aup' 
pose that it was written as iambic verse, and that the 
liaes were lengthened or shortened to the required. 
measure by sometimes pronouncing a final syllable, 
I and sometimes letting it remain mute, according to 



it), there ia the explicit lestunoDj of Geor^ Gaa- 
ooigtie> ia Ilia Xnguucliaii coDceroiug the making of verie id 
Engliah. He aaya. " rDmmanlj now-a-il>ys in li^gliali ihymei 
(fbr I dure not c&ll tbem Eogliah xerses), «e use aoae other 
Oilier but a. fout of tivo eyildbles, nhervof the fint is depressed 
or Ruuie alioit, Bnil the second ia elevated or mnde long ; and 
that HQDod or Bcaoiiiiig coatiDueth throughout llie verse* ^^'e 
Lave uaed in limes pastotlierkiDdB of metres. — Also our father 
Cfaaucei haih uaed the >ame liberty in feet and meadurei tliat 
the Latmistfl do Dae i and whosoever do peruse and well con- 
■ider his works, lie shall Gud thai although his lines are not 
alwaji of one telf same number of a^ Uables, yet being read by 
oau that hath understanding, the longest verae. and that which 
L ayltnbles in it, will fall to the ear cotreapondent with 
it which hath fewest syllables in it ; and likewise that which 
Jiin it fewest ayllablea shall be found jel to consist of words 
X have such natural aouad aa may seem equal In length to a 
le which hath many more sjllables of lighter aotenta. And 
t I can lament that we are fallen into auch a plain and 
e meaauie of writing, tliat there is noue other foot uaed 
ae ; whereby oar poema may justly he called rithms, and 
)t by any right challenge the name of a verse- But biuce 
10, let us take the goad bu we find il."^ — pp. J, 6. 
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the occasion, is supposing that Chaucer took greater 
liberties with the ctimmon pronunciation, (which must 
alwap he uniform,) and relied more on the judgement 
of the reader, than one who so perfectly understood 
the character of his mother tongue, and was so well 
acquainted with the ordinary capacities of men, can be 
supposed to have done, without impeachment of his 
sagacity. Be this as it may, it is no alight proof of 
that sagacity, that he should have pitched the key 
and determined the length of verse, which after so 
many enperimonts and the lapse of nearly five centu- 
ries have been found to accord heat with the genius 
of the language ; and that his " riding rhyme," under 
the more dignified denomination of the " heroic cou- 
plet," should he the measure which Dryden and Pope 
and their followers have preferred to all others for 
grave and lofty subjects. 

The "ornate style," which is the worst fashion that 
has ever been introduced into English verse, began in 
Chaucer's time, and he adopted it in some of hia smaller 
and later pieces ; perhaps as an experiment tonarcU 
the impnn-ement of a language then in a state in which 
esperiments might allowably be tried, , . perhaps to 
gratify some of his friends who admired the new mode ; 
b«t unless his faculties were impaired by age, of which 
there is no proof or indication, it is not possible that 
he could have approved of it himself. His language 
was what he had learnt in the country, in the city, 
and in the court ; . . what every one could understand, 
and every one could feel; it was the language of pas- 
sion and of real life, and therefore the language of 
poetry: the ornate style was the language of the 



s what any " Latmer " could be taiight 
o write mechanically, without the slightest apprehen- 
n that any thing more than versification was required 



) constitute poetry, and ■ 

la equally pedantic an 

a century our poetry i 

e nhet Chaucer was in i 

that which preceded it ; hi: 

md succeeding poets 
s their exempli 



1 without ear tor that, 
ntipoetical. For more 
overlaid with it. The 
y respects darker than 
me, however, was held 
instructed 
by those who 



departed from him most widely in their own prac- 



The ornate fashion was suppressed with the monas- 
iries, in which it originated; and a new impulse was 
given to this branch of Uterature when Surrey intro- 
duced into it the forms as well as the character of 
Italian poetry. The same thing was done at the same 
time in .Spain by Garcilaso de la Vega, and with the 
same success, each poet having produced a permanent 
effect upon the literature of his country. Sir Tliomas 
Wyatt'a name is associated «ith Surrey's in thia re- 
formation, and that of Doscan with Garcilaso's. The 
change in England was greater than in Spain, because 
metrical versification wns here substituted for rhythmi- 
toSiirreyit is that the honour of this improvement 
luit be ascribed ; and as Boscan introduced the rerso 
iutlta into Spanish, Surrey, with better fortune, gave 
in English the first ejtample of blank verse. It is 
uncertain whether lie derived it from the Italian or the 
Spanish, or, which is quite as likely, whether the 
experiment was tlie result of his own conception: but 
other language has it succeeded so well as in ours, 
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which, indeed, it is so excclleiilly adapted, that it 

I mi^ht peculiarly he denominated the English metre : 
o other could Shakespeare and Milton have found 
adequate expression for their thoughts. 

In those languages wherein any of the earliest spe- 
cimens of their poetry have been preserved, the vereeR 
seew generally to have been short ; because, being com' 
posed when writing was either unknown or little used, 
and also heiog orally transmitted, they were in the first 
instance more easily endited, and in the second more 
readily remembered. WhUe the art continued in a rude 
state, lengthening the line was no improvement ; for if 
four feet were extended to five, it was generally done 
by the insertion of some useless epithet, ..and if to a 
greater length, the verse was then divided by a pause, 
r^ularlj recurring in the same place. From Chau- 
cer's time the line of five feet (whether in couplets or 
in stanzas) has been the most approved measure, and 
from Surrey's, the iambic the moat approved move- 
ment, ifi all subjects of great pith and moment. In 
the succeeding age there were many and importaot 
exceptions to the use of the measure ; . . to that of the 
movement tew or none. The line of fourteen syllaUeS, 
(which being divided at its usual resting place, is no 
other than the common ballad metre) was used in 
translations of the .^neid and the Metamorphoses ; 
but it is remarkable that Chapman', who employed it 
version of the lUad, should have rendered the 

' In tliB taKer lo Sir Robert Howard, prefolorj to Diyden'a 
u Mirabitu, " ihe uld traOBlBIioa uf liompr by C'hipmkn," 
id lo be written " In AJemniirine, or vprees of six Uvt" 



Odyssey io couplets. Most of the numerous liistorical 
poems were in Btauzas, the octave being generally 
preferred. Drayton, who had written his Barons' Wars 
in tlie Troiius nielre, changed it for this when he 
republished til e work, saying that Ariosto's stanza was 
of all others the most complete and best proportioned; 
for it ■' both holds the tune clear through to the base 
of the column, (which is the couplet at the foot,) and 
closeth not hut with a full satisfaction to the ear for so 
long detention," Drayton wrote well in every metre 
which he attempted: hut what he thus says of the 
K^balian stanza may he more truly said of the English 
■Aoe invented by Spenser, and used by him in one of 
&e noblest works of human genius. And he com- 
nutted a great error when he fixed upon the Alexan- 
drine as the measure in which to write his Polyolhion ; 
for of all measures it is that which, in ouf lauguage, 
admits the least variety. 

Neither the diction of Chaucer, nor of Surrey, .. the 
father and the reformer of our poetry, . . could have 
been more perfect than it was. It will not he aup- 
jwsed that because Surrey is thus named with Chaucer, 
he is placed in the same rank with him ; for Chaucer 
stands in the first rank, with Spenser, Shakespeare, 
aod Milton ; and in variety of power Shakespeare is his 
Ltsly peer. We know not what Surrey might have 
lieen; but little as he found leisure for t 
during an active life, and that life shortened hy o 

iDtccocacy wliea iic toucliei upon ibe hitlorj af bi 
mnd it i> tbe more reumrkabld, becaoie (.'iia|)tnan, Ui 
d the Iliad ud Odyssey in two difTcrenl measuii 
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those legal murders which have left an ineffaceable 
stain upon the memory of Henry \1IIt his writings 
form an epoch in the history of Enghsh poetry. Where 
a tiTie poetical feeling exists, eren though in an inferior 
degree, the diction will always he that of truth and 
nature : and it is always otherwise with imitators, and 
where inclination has been mistaken for power. Cor- 
ruption of language, therefore, and ephemeral styles 
are introduced hy inferior writers ; and in thb respect, 
the course of literature, hke that of ecclesiastical his- 
tory, ia marked hy a succession of heresies, which have 
prevailed for a time, and then passed away. When 
the far-fetched words of the monastic style were ba- 
nished from our versification, alliteration was brought 
into use, not as the principle upon which the verse 
was constructed, but as its chief and indispensahle 
ornament'. This abuse of what is only ornamental 

I of the niRterial 



right ui 



' After Doling timl we n 
poim of poetry," Sj-dne; ii 

is word*, or (as I iDKy term il) Uicuon, it is even weJJ i 
i» that honey-flowing malron eloquence appnrelleJ, i 
diaguined in B caurlezaa-like psinled iflectatiDfl; one time 
with »a rar-felchiid words thai many e^f lu munaters, but nmt 
s^em strangers to &ny poor EngLiahniaD ; another tizne witb 
coQtmng of a letter, as if tliey were bound to fallon the method 






of a dicti 



uery. 



Putcenliam 
beginning 
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(■P«.,. 



takvs too iDUcb delight i 



"nothing commendnbla" wben i 



The dead); drops of dark diadaii 



Many of our English makera uae it too 
. not ill, but prettily, bscame the n 



» when s])Qriiigiy and appropriately introduced, became 
ridiculous, and was ]a.ughed out of fashion ; but, as m 
religioufl sectB. they who avoided one error ran into an 
opposite estreme. A looae and careless versification 
les adopted, that the writer might escape 
Bie affectittion of a stiff and elaborate one ; and while 
n of genius wasted their powers in fantastic conceits, 
" substituting wit for feeling, others, . . who were not in- 
ferior in ability, and of better judgement, though the 
error into which they fell was quite as great, . . lowerM 
^^_ tile pitch of their poetry to a prosaic strain, as if there 
^^■Itad been no medium between a creeping and a stilted 
^nyle. 

^^H Nevertheless, more poems that are worthy of pre- 
^V Servatioij were produced, in the course of half a een- 
^B tury, ihmi in any former or any subsequent age of Eng- 
^P lish literature. It was not till toward the latter part of 
Eliaabeth's reign that the noblest productions appeared, 
and poetry recovered that estimation which, according 
to the most illustrious of its patrons, it had lost. 
Sydney complains that, from almost the highest esti- 
mation of learning, it had fallen to be the laughing 
Block of children ; " that an art which was embraced," 
id, " in all other places, and patronized ai 



^P' 






threb words in one veise. and Ufe il not very muub ; bi lie 
■at said by way of epiiJiei, 

The smdaky aigliB, llie InL-kling rears ; 
and such like : for Buch composiiioD makca the luelre run away 
amaolber. and pOBseth Sroai Ihe lipa wilh mure faoility by ilera- 
tion of a letter than by allerBlion, which nkerutioii of a letlet 
require! an eschangaof minisiry and office in the lipa, lepih, or 
palate, and so doth doI 
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tised by the great, should find a hard return only in 
England, was what he thought the very earth lamented, 
and therefore decked the soil with fewer laurels than it 
was accustomed." " It necessarily followed," he said, 
" that base men with servile wits undertook it, who 
thought it enough if they could be rewarded of the 
printer." Tliia complaint shows that if poetry had 
not tiien obtained that patronage among the great, of 
which Sydney himself set the example ki his contem- 
poraries, it already possessed the more effectual patron- 
age of the public, and hud become a marketable article. 
Poets swarmed' in this country, as they did in France 
and Spain, and a little earlier in Italy, and in Holland 
a little later. And in our literature, as in our language, 
we took something from other countries, while th^ 
seem to have derived nothing from us. 

But the poetry of every nation (more than any other 
branch of its literature) is coloured by the national 
character, as the wine of different soils has its raciness. 
That of the Italians, in that age, was graceful, delic&te^ 
fanciful, sometimes imaginative and suhUme. Witli 
the Spaniards it was stately, solemn, and fantastic, 
often more full of sound than meaning, yet frequently, 
both in its grave and in its humorous strains, worthy of 
a noble people. With the French it was extravagant 

> Wcbbe SBfs, ia tlio prerace to liia DiBcourse of Englidi 
Poetry (1581)), " Among ihe innumerable aoru af Engliih 
booliB, and iu£iiite faidles of prinmd panipliJele, wiierewith tlua 
country it pealeied, all shops stuffed, and every study funUBhed, 
tli« greatest iiarl, I Ihiak, io auy oue kind, are aucli u aie eitller 
mere poetii'iil, or wliich teud in sume iciipect (as either in matter 
or form) lo poeltv." 



ind empty ; and, in the worst acceptation of the word, 
Gentious, beyond that of any other nation, except at 
e time the Italians ; but in Italy the abomination 
1 checked, while in France it continued in full 
vogue from generation to generation, till it produced 
a corruption and dissolution of manners, of which, 
happily for human nature, no other esample has been 
known in (he civilised world. In Hollanii, it seemed 
consecrated to patriotism and the household gods ; .. 
the Dutch may be proud of their poets with as good 
cause as of their painters, their scholars, their seamen, 
I their struggle ogainst the Spaniards, and their coiuitry, 
I ..in which art has achieved greater triumphs, and 
well directed industry has produced more general com- 
fbrt, than in any other part of Christendom, 

Some advantage over the southern nations we 

^ derive from our language ; with a little practice it 
muld not be difficult for any one who possesses a 
Went for versifying to compose in it extemporaneous 
iverses of no higher standard than those of the Impro- 
Visalore, but it would never be so easy. The northern 
tongues afford no such facilities as the southern for 
this kind of display, in which if any man of geniua 
were to waste his powpTs, he would infallibly injure 
them. More difficulty requires more care, and where 
that difficulty arises not from any preposterous fashion, 
or unreasonable rules, but from the character of the 
language, it t^nds to improve the artist. In the 
Italian, and it is the same case in the Spanish and 
Fortugueze, it is easy to versify, and an octave atanai 
I h soon filled with melodious words ; translate it into 
lithe same metro, and it will frequently not be ]iossible 



in our briefer speech and more compressed vocabulary 
to fill the atave, without dilating the meaning;, or 
adding to it. With us, too, something more than the 
mere collocation of words is required to distinguisli 
verse from prose, even when the words themselves 
are in no degree appropriated to poetry. It is not 
enough that the ear should be satisfied ; something 
must be addressed to the feehngs, the fancy, or tlie 
imagination, or something presented to the under- 
standing. That this should be required belongs to 
the genius of the language and to the national char- 
racter, differing in tliia respect from those of the 
southern nations, and more especially from the French. 
Of course it must happen that poets will otlen deceive 
themselves, and that the public will often be for a while 
deceived, and false reputations raised. Many pieces 
have obtained great applause, and some to this day 
retain it, which could no more endure the test of just 
criticism, than a bubble con bear the touch. 

" 'ITiere are three ways," Dr. .Johnson said, " in 
which writing may be unnatural ; ..by being ium- 
boitic, and above naXara; ..affected, and beside it, 
fiinging events with ornaments which nature did not 
afford ; . . or weak, and below nature. Neither of the 
first could please long. The third might, indeed) 
please a. good while, or at least please many, because 
imbecility, and consequently a love of imbecility, m^ht 
be found in many '"." The bombastic immediately 
invites ridicule, and soon yields to it : . . the last per- 

•■ BosweirBJohnaon (editioE IBSft). vol. is. 309. It is one 
I ef llie obtervaliona refolded by Mr. Windhuin, who recorded 
of JstiDBon Dotbiug but wlial wu worth tecorilin{j. 
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nonage upon the stage who spakp in the vein of King 

Carobyses and Tamherlain was Ancieut Pistol. The 

affected style lasts longer ; and for the same reason as 

feeble. That style of poetry belongs to it which 

nsoii haa called the metaphysical ; the designation 

ot fortunate, but so much respect is due to Johnson, 

: it would he unbecoming to substitute, even if it 

e easy to propose, one which might be uaeicceptioa- 

Whelher this style spread like a contagion from 
Italy to Spain and England, or whether it orig^at*d 
as the intellectual temperature of the age, and thus 
Itecame endemic m the three lomitries, may be (jues- 
tioned". It was most out ofpiai-est hen applied to devo- 
tional poetr) , . . upon which every species of false taste 
Aeems, at different times, to have fastened. Amatory 
poems were on the whole improved by it, because it re- 
quired something more than the common places which 
were the stock in trade of all mere versifiers. Cowley 
squandered upon this fashion powers which might have 
won for him the lasting fame to which he aspired. But- 
ler alone perceived its proper application, and he, in 
consequence, produced a poem which, in spite of the 
subject, can never become obsolete while wit and 

idom are understood. With the true tact of genius 
adapted his verse to his materials, and creating 
s a manner of his own, derived an advantage ftoni 

inne psSBed BOme years in Italy nnd in Spain ,- lie there- 
v b« Bupposed to liBve caiitracted tlie fHsbion in (lioac 
HintrTSB, having " i«liifu?d into Engluid pvrfecl in Iheir lin- 
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one of the causes which had concurred to deteriorate 
our versification. 

Manj persons possess a musical ear who have no 
, voice for singing, but a good voice is seldom found 
where there is not also an ear which is capable of 
directing it. The case is different la poetry ; the 
poetical feeling sometimes exists, and in a high de- 
gree, without the talent for versifying ; but the taleiit 
very conmionly, without a spark of the feeling. Both 
Donne and Ben Jonson, the two authors by whom the 
metaphysical poetry was brought into vogue, were 
rugged versilyera. It was not, however, altogether 
owing to the influence of their example that the poems 
of this class were very generally characterised by a 
rough and careless versification. Their authority, in- 
deed, afforded a sanction, of which inferior writera 
would willingly avail themselves ; but the lact resulted 
from the nature of such poetry. The poet found dif- 
ficulty enough in rendering his far-fetched and elabo- 
rate conceits intelligible ; and criimp thoughts formed 
for themselves cramp expressions and disjointed verw. 
Tliere was auother incidental cause, less obvious, Imt 
not less certain in its effect. Au attempt had been made 
to introduce the Latin metres into English poetry j 
not upon a principle of adaptation (which has since sa 
perfectly succeeded among the Germans), but in strict 
, cuinformance to the rules of Latin prosody ; and m 
' those rules frequently reversed the common pronun- 
ciation, the attempt was necessarily unsuccessful. Yet 
earnest endeavours were made for bringing it into Mae, 
by men of great ahiUty and great influence ; and though 
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it never obtained any degree of public acceptance, yet 
Bpeciniens enougb of it were published to have the 
effect of vilifying the art. For in this new vefsifica- 
tion nothing could be too bald and beggarly in expres- 
Hion, nothing too barsb in coiiHtriiction. nothing too 
inbamionioui), provided it were forced into the pre- 
scribed form of verse; and the license which the me- 
trifiers took in this respect, infecljsd other poets, though 
not in an equal degree. 

The resemblance between fashions in literature and 
heresiea in religion, holds good in several points ; most 
of them, in both cases, as they passed away, left some- 
thing behind them ; but there is this difference, that 
the Romish church generally incorporated some of the 
errors and corruptions which it had opposed, while in 

frature nothing was ever retained except the Utile 
good. This resemblance also may be ob- 
served, that as many sects have originated in regarding 
GOne isolated point of doctrine, distorting it, mistak- 
ing ita relations, and exaggerating its importance, so 
taahionk in fine literature have been devised with the 
intent of supplying some real or supposed detect ; and 
in both cases the spirit of antagonism has generally 
given rise to an opposite error. Thus, in the same age 
when Drayton produced his elaborate but monotonous 
poem, and the " silver-tongued" Sylvester poured forth 
itts fuU and mellifluous couplets with a sonorous vo- 
lubility which has rarely been equalled or approached, 
Browne, and Sandys, and May composed in rhyme 
with the freedom of blank verse, blit without the force ; 
Wither's pedestrian strain was only to be distin- 
guished from prose by its rh}'mes ; and Cbamberlaine, 
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though his Pharonuida was pitched in a higher key, 
rhymi^ upon any wordi however insignificant, that 
came in his way. All these were men of great poetical 
talent, some of them, indeed, of undoubted genius, capa* 
ble of seducing others by their example. But in the 
same age, just as heresies have had the ctfect of causing 
true doctrines to be more strictly defined. Sir Joha 
Davies and Sir William Davenant, avoiding equally 
the opposite faults of too artificid and too careless 
a style, wrote in numbers which, for precision, and 
clearness, and felicity, and strength, have never been 
surpassed. 

That Sir John Donham began a reformation in our 
verse, is one of the most groundless assertions that 
ever obtained belief in literature. More thought and 
more skill had been exercised before his time in the 
coastniFtioD of English metre, than he ever bestowed 
upon the subject, and by men of far greater attain- 
nients and far higher powers. To improve, indeed, 
either upon the versification or the diction of our great 
writers, was impossible; it was inipossibie to' exceed 
them in the knowledge or in the practice of their art. 
but it was easy to avoid the nior« obvious faults <tf 
inferior authors ; and in this he succeeded^ just so far, 
as not tu be included in 

Tbemobargemlemen n-liD wrote n-ilh ease; 

Qor consigned tu oblivion with the " Persons of Qua- 
lity" who contributed their vapid effusions to the 
miscellanies of those days. His proper place is among- 
those of his contemporaries and successors who called 
themBelves Wits, and have since been entitled Poets 



■by the courtesy of England. And as Denham haa no 
claim to the praise which hoa been awarded him on 
thia ground. Waller, to whom a larger portion haa 
been assigned, deserves it httle more. No one who, 
in attempting to write poetry, considered it as any 
thing more than an amuaeinent for leisure hours, has 
ever derived improvement in the art from the writings 
of either. 

Dryden has indeed delivered a contrary opinion in 
favour of both these minor poets. But Dryden was 
not well read in his own art ; and moreover, he often 
allowed his critical judgement to be biaased by motives 
of temporary convenience. His enemies wronged him 
when they asserted that he bad been influenced by no 
better motives in declaring himself a convert to the 
Romish church. That tornipt church, whose system 
IB the greatest work of human wisdom and htrnian 
L'w^tedneGS, ever has found, and ever will find, con- 
s among those who require narcotics either for the 
rstanding or the conscience. I know not that 
ryden ever regarded the Ucentiouaness of his drama- 
as a sin to be repented of; nor does it appear 
I his writings that a state of doubt upon the most 
'momentous subjects occasioned in bim any of that un- 
easiness, and of those aspirations after the blessings of 
full faith, which are so strongly indicated in the works 
of his friend Davenant. His conversion appears to 
. have been less an affair of the feelings than of the 
I Intellect, and that intellect not a comprehensive one. 
I In his age, as in ours, the foundations on which alone 
k &t peace of individuals, as well as tlie security of 
I nates can rest, had been shaken. He saw the evils of 
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fanaticism, and of religious factions at home ; and he 
had not seen abroad the abomiuations consequent upon 
and inseparably i^onuected with a system of estafalislied 
imposture. By inclination he was a sceptic"*, by 
habit a coufoTmtst, professing obedience to authority 
as a sure and safe principle whereon to rest. But lie 
was willing to make a merit of this obedience, and 
saved the pride of his philosophy by pleading tbat, as 
he believed the fundamental mysteries of revealed 
rehgion, he was boimd in consequence to believe also 
all that the Romish church had superadded". The 
very weakness of the argjumeut is proof of his sin- 
cerity ; for in matters of criticism, when he was reason- 
ing against his own better judgement, that sort of 

" " Being naturaliy inclined," be aays, " lo scepticiain in 
philosophy, I have no reaaon to impose roy opinions in a suh- 
JBCt wliirh is ahave it( but whatever they Bra, I submil them 
with all reverenCH to my mother church, aecounting them no 
fertlier mine, than as they are autiiorised, or at least oncon- 
demned, by her." 

This was said in the preface to hia Religio Laiei, 
WS9 yet a member oC the Church of England. 
" To take up halTan trust, and half Co try, 
Name it nut faith, but bungling bigotiy . 
Both knave and fool the merchant we may ci 
To pay great sums and to compound the small: 
For who would break witli Heaven, and would not break for all I 
HinJ a»d Pa»ther, 
This argument cornea lo the vulgar aaying, ■' In for a penny, 
in lor a pound," which hold.t good only of risks and ^ipenaea 
rashly or inevitably incurred. If so baae a metaphor may be 
■tlowed upon such a subject, the real slate of the case is ex- 
plained by saying, we pay the penny because it is a just debt, 
<e refuse to be swindled out of tbe pound. 



I 



diility which makes the worse appear the better rea- 
I never wanting in him. He was too akilfut 
1 too sagacious ever to have advanced what was 
y fallacions, unless he had imposed upon himself 

But Dryden is not entitled to the same credit for 
icerity in the opinions which he delivered upon 
'poetry. He seems to have been the first eminent 
author in this country who practised litenLlure as a 
profession, and regarding it exclusively as such, gave 
up his mind to temporary subjects, and contented him- 
self with obtaining immediate profit by the easiest 
means. Adulation was so common in his days, that 
jwobably he never thought himself degraded by using 
it; and one who offered this kind of incense without 
scruple, would not hesitate, among the ways of flat- 
tery, to adopt the opinions of those whom he wished 
to propitiate, however repugnant to his own better 
jnt^ment. After telling the Marquis of Newcastle 
£hat the piece which he then dedicated to him " pre- 
tended to be nothing more than a foil to his lordship's 
composition;" and calling that truly noble personage, 
in all other respects, " the most noble poet of his age 
and nation;" no wonder can be felt when he asserts 
his contemporaries might '* justly claim preced- 
of Shakespeare in heroic plays," . . that " Shake- 
)eare's whole style is so packed with figurative 
(pressions, that it isaa affected as it is obscure,". .that 
well placing of words, for the sweetness of pronrm- 
ation. was not known till Mr. Waller introduced it,"., 
id that Sir John Denham's poem upon Cooper's Hill 



I 
I 

I 



134 LIFE OF COWPER. 

" ia and erer will be, for majesty of style, the exact 
Btaudard of good writing 1" 

When Dryden was a boy, he was more del^ht«d 
with ttie bombastic passages in Sylvester's Du liartos, 
than with Spenser. When he commenced hia career 
as a poet, which was not at an early ag-e, he took 
Davenant for his model, and composed his Annus 
MirabUiit in qunlrains, " judging them," he said, 
" more noble and of greater dignity, both for the 
sound and number, than any other verse in use amongst 
US." At that time he envied the advantages which 
the ancients enjoyed in not being tied to the slavery 
of any rhyme, and regretted that the modems were 
"constrained, in the close of that one syllable, which 
often confines and more often corrupts the sense of all 
the rest. But in this necessity of our rhjines," said 
he, " I have always found the couplet verse most easy, 
— for there the work ia soonest at an end, every two 
lines concluding the labour of tlie poet ; but in qua- 
trains he is to carry it farther on ; and not only so, 
but to bear along in his head the troublesome sense of 
four lines together. For those who wrile correctly in 
this kind must needs acknowledge that the last line of 
the stanza is to be considered in the composition of the 
first." 

Perhaps this passage may disclose the reason why 
Dryden employed the couplet in his translations, and 
when he contracted with Jacob Tonson to furnish 
verses by the thousand. He could have chosen no 
other measure for his modernized versions of Chaucer ; 
but the same course of reflection which, after he had 



15.-1 
' written his defence of rhymed tragedies, led Iiim in 
his latter years to acknowledge hia error, might have 
induced him to cast his EngUsh VJrgil in a different 
mould, if facility and expedition had not beon with 
1 the chief consideration. In that measure, how- 
fBT, he wrote not with ease only, but with a freedom 
md vigour which entitle him to ati the praise that he 
a a. great master in his art. The supe- 
iority of the couplet to all other measures was com- 
etely establbhed in public opinion by his example 
I land authority ; and the versiiyers of the succeeding age 
("for poets there were pone), looked to Dryden as their 
model with as much deference aa their predecessors 
in the generations between Chaucer and Surrey, had 
looked to the great father of English poetry. 

But when ,)ohnson asserts that before the time of 
Dryden " the happy combinations of words which dis- 
tinguish poetry from prose had been rarely attempted," 
and that " there was no poetical diction, no system of 
words at once refined from the groBsneas " of domestic 

Pe, and free from the harshness of terms appropriated 
particular arts," — Dryden himself never advanced 
more inconsiderate assertion. " From his time." says 
ilmson, " English poetry has hud no tendency to 
lapse to its former savageness." That it should foil 
ck t« the rudeness of on unsettled and rude speech, 
>' The same kind of TefamtBCioa has been thus described in 
Fiance, I know not by what kuUidt: Un mtlangt iJe tenat4 
/anilitrt el natUi defiguruil toot ta auiragti tfricux. Cut 
Boiltau qui It pniaier lastigna I'arl dt pnTlrr Unijauri coactiuiblc- 
miBl, But Drydou Kgreed neitber iu opinion nor in prsctica 
Wlb ^'oliniie's miiim, tbit plui la periii nt dtviniie diffieili, 
lim quite wortliy of a Francb tritic. 
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was impossible ; time ha.d polished the lang-uage, and 
the Bible aiid the hturgy hod fixed it ; the tendency to 
degenerate was in another way. Justly as Johnson 
condemned the metaphysical poets, he saw how supe- 
rior they were to those who were trained up in the 
school of Dryden. " To write on their plan," he has 
truly said, " it was at least necessary to read and 
think. No man could be bom a metaphysical poet, 
nor assume the dignity of a writer by descriptions 
copied from descriptions, by imitations borrowed from 
imitations, by traditional imagery, and hereditary si- 
miles, by readiness of rhyme and volubility of sylla- 
bles." 

Johnson baa also said, that the veneration with 
which Dryden's name is pronounced by every culti- 
vator of English literature, is paid to him for having 
improved the sentiments of English poetry. When he 
bestowed this unmerited praise, he must have forgotten 
Milton ; and Milton, indeed, as a poet, belonged so 
httle to his age, that he may easily have been over- 
looked in Johnson's estimate ; but he overlooked, at 
the same time, every other poet who had treated any 
serious subject with any sense of the dignity of his 
calling. One effect of the Hestoration had been to 
lower the standard of poetry, and in this respect Dry- 
den did nothing toward raising it. Too little ambi- 
tious of true fame, and too needy ever to have leisure 
for attempting to execute any great and worthy design 
which he may have conceived, he contented himself 
with subjects of temporary interest, and was beholden, 
perhaps, for his popularity, as much to the subjects as 
o the ability with wjiich ihey were treated. What he 
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r called the legislative" style of his poetry, being ad- 
dressed to tte judicious, could, if it found fit audience, 
find but few ; but when he seasoned it with political 
satire, then, indeed, numbers who were incapable of 
appreciating in any d^ree its literary excellence, were 
delighted to see their own opinions triumphantly as- 
serted. I'he Religio Laid might deter common 
readers by its very title, aa if it were intended only 
for the learned; the Hind and Panther fel! upon what 
to him were " evil days." But Mac Flecltnoe was the 
talk of coffee-houses and of all literary circles ; and 
LAbsalom and Achitophel had a greater sale in the 
Mintry '* than any work which waa at that time 
membered. 

e fiiry of a civil war, and power, for twenty 
s together, abandoned to a barbarous race of men, 
f all good learning, had buried the muses," 
ryden said, " under the ruins of monarchy ; yet," 
" with the restoration of our happiness, we 
i revived poesy lifting up its head, and already 
" The expresaioiis of a porm dusign^d porel; for inamic- 
ili ought (0 be plaiu kdA DDtunl, and y«t majestic ; for here 
preBamed to be a. kind of lawgiver, nnd those thres 
lalicies vbich 1 bKve aamad uupropei ^a thel^ulativentyle. 
t florid, elevaled. and figurative way is for tlie pnasioDE; 
e snd liBtred, fear and sng«r, aie begotteo in tliH aoal by 
iringtiieirobitictBOutof tbeirtniB proporliuii, oitler greater 
D the life or less; but inatrutiliaii la la be given by allowing 
what Ihej naturally nre. A man is to bu clieattid into 
ou, but to be reasoned into trutii." — Frtjuct la Retigin 

" Joiiuson'a fallier, who was " an old booksellvr iu the 
ry, told hira he biul not known it eL)oiHfd by any thiiig 
Kept SaclievereCe I rial." 



shaking off tbe rubbish which lay so heavy on it." Alas ! 
the only poetry which lifted up ils head, was that which 
was heard ii 



and it had been well if there it had heen only auch a 
I might allowably and blamelessly be addressed to 
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but the corruption of manners which ensued upon the 
Heformation, when profligacy succeeded to puritanism 
in natural course, was felt immediately in this branch 
of literature. It led, as it ever must lead, to a corrup- 
tion of taste. Inflated tragedies, comedies so grossly 
indecent that, if it were possible for them now to be 
brought upon the stag*, ihey would be driven off with 
hootings of execration, lewd talcs in verse, songs, epi- 
grams, and satires, in which ribaldry or malignity 
served for condiment ; occasional verses, the beat of 
which deserved to be remembered no longer than 
while the occasion which called them forth was recent ; 
— for such poetry, fit and large audience might be 
found, but for any thing better, the public, or as it 
was then called, the Town, had neither inclination nor 
capacity. The age from Drjden to Pope is the worst 
age of English poetry. 

Dryden himself lowered its tone, even while he im- 
I proved the style of versificaljon. He never aimed at 
I any high mark. His good !^cnse prevented him from 
I over-valuing himself, and aspiring to become eminent 
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^tber as a sublime or a pathetic poet. ^\li(^n he wrote 
for papular applause, he thought of the public with the 
Romish priests, populut rult decipi et dee'ipietur ; he 
knew that, on the stage, bombast might pass for poetry, 
as tinsel served for gold ; and confessing that there 
were passages in his tragedies which called vengeance 
upon him for their extravagance, and which he re- 
pented of among his sins, he said, " .All 1 con say for 
those passages is, that I knew they were bad enough 
to please, even when I wrote them'*." In satire, on 
contrury, he felt his strength ; and in that legisla* 
didactic strain nhereiu he excelled all predeces- 
. his own language, he has not been excelled 
dfay any who have followed bini. In this he addressed 
iumself exclusively to the understanding; there was 
nothing for the imagination, nothing for the feelings. 
But there was no mannerism in his style that could be 
aped, no mechanism that could be discovered and iifai- 
tated, no artifices that coidd be c<]pied, and not niuny 
of those expressions and turns of phrase which they 
who mistake memory for invention might add to their 
stock of common places. His ease, and vigour, and 
perspicuity were not attainable by imitative taleuts. 
IVior was the only one of his immediate successors 
who equalled him in ease : but when Prior in his 
^T«at«st work attempted to improve upon Dryden's 
versification, the attempt would have been more suc- 
cessful if it had been less evidently elaborate. 

Pope ciirefully studied both these poets, and pei^ 
hops did not disdain to study and profit by the only 
respectable pwm of Sir Richard Blackmore. Black- 

■* Kiiistle Utdiontoiy to llie Spaaiili t'rym. 
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a Creation is in its diction and itB numbers ao 
unlike his miserable epics, that it seems like the work 
of another mind. The four epics are among the most 
worthless that ever were composed, though MoljTieux, 
in his admiration of them, thought that " all our poets, 
except Milton, were mere ballad-makers in comparisoB 
with him," am! Locke agreed in this opinion with his 
friend; though Tom Browne said, that " if he had 
stopped his hand at Prince Arthur, he had gone off 
with some applause ;" and though Walts called them 
excellent, and praised the author for the happy exam- 
ple which he had given in all the shining colours of 
profuse and florid diction. Notwithstanding these 
eulogies, they deserved to sink in oblivion, and must 
irretrievably have sunk, if they had not more unfor- 
tunately been consigned to remembrance by Dryden 
and Pope. But Addison has said of his philosophical 
poem, that it is to be looked upon as one of the most 
UBefiil and noble productions in our English verse ; 
and Johnson, who has properly included it in his Col- 
lection of the Poets, says of it, " it wants neither har- 
mony of numbers, accuracy of thought, nor elegance of 
diction. — To reason in verse is allowed to be difficult, 
but Biackmore not only reasons in verse, but very 
often reasons poetically, and finds the art of uniting 
ornament with strength, and ease with closeness. 
This," says Johnson, " was that which Pope might have 
condescended to learn from him, when he needed it 
I so much in his Moral Essays." If Pope condescended 
to learn any thing from Biackmore, which 1 am in- 
clined to think he did, he should in gratitude, as well 
I justice, have bestowed on him a redeemiog verse 
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ill the Duiitiad ; he was as well entitled to it as Aaron 
Hiil. 

ITie age of Pope was the golden age of poets ", — 
but it was the pinchbeck age of poetry. They flou- 
rished in the sunshine of pubHc and private patronage; 
the art meantime was debased, and it continued to 
be so as long as Pope continued lord of the aacen- 
dant. More injury was not done to the taste of his 
countrymen by Marino in Italy, nor by Gongora in 
Spain, than by Pope In Enghind. The mischief was 
effected not by his satirical and moral pieces, for these 
«nUtle him to the highest place among poets of hts 
class i it was by his Homer. There have been other 
versions as unfaithful ; but none were ever so well 
executed in as bad a style ; and no other work in the 
language so greatly vitiated the diction of English 

'* Zaohsry Grey, the ediuii of Hudibraa, iLouglit tliU in 
iU time (1714; poftry bad arrived at the Bummit oC per&c- 
tion, uiJ ttat die renson thereof was llie maniGceiit rt^gBrd 
which in ihU nation Lad bpeu shown towards i1. ■• If," 
■aid he, " we lament the nag]?rted poeu of formei ages, we 
BHn in lliia coDgralalate double the nuntbet who now floaiisfa, 
or have Souhshed in [he midst of fame and reueratioii. For 

C[ Homei, we can boasl of hia admirable [ranalalor; for 
Dser. we cen ntaae hu last editor, tlie late Mr. Hughex, 
(who enjoyed a beneScinl place nader the Lords Cliaacellon 
Cowpet and Maccleafield ;} and liis son PhilijH. (see the 
CiuBrdiaii. No. 32.) —(-^ ■">>"»«■ O wi'M ^l>e lale Air. Ad- 
dison, Sir Richard Steele, and Air. Congreye msj loinpeiitule 
fotaDrydeu and au Oiway; and for Mr. Duller we can rerer 
to the late Mr. Prior and Dean Swift." 

Zachary G ley was a );oad editor, — bat be bad odd ni 
eompenstttion, nud of poetry. 
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poetry. Common readers (and the mojority must 
always be such) will always be taken by glitteriog 
faults, as larks are caught by bits of lookiug-glaBB ; 
and in this meretricious translation, the passages that 
■were most unlike the original, which were most un- 
true to nature, and therefore most false in taste, were 
precisely those which were most applauded, and on 
which critic after critic dwelt with one cuctoo note of 
admiration. They who found nothing imitable in 
Dryden, could imitate this. The ari of poetry, or 
rather the art of versification, which was now the 

f.Mme thin^, was " made easy to the meanest capa- 

j dty." 
, It was said of Blackmore's yerses that if they 
" rhymed and rattled, all was well." In the fashion 
which was now established as a standard, the lines 
rhymed more esactly, and rattled more ; and to ques- 
tion that standard was accounted a heresy in criticiam. 
The point of perfection had been reached. Bishop 
Hurd said, " that Pope had «hut the door against 
poetry, as Addison had b} hta Drummer against 
comedy'''." Without diiparaging the Drummer it 
may be truly said that we haie later comedies which 
are quite Bfi good ; and if Pope shut the door, Covrper 
opened it. 

Before Cowper's time there were several who found 
admittance through the wicket. And it is a noticeable 
fact, that of all the poets in the intermediate half cen> 
tiiry, not one who attained to any distinction which he 
bos since held, or is likely to hold, was of the school 

™ Ciadotli's Recollection a, toI. W. p. 199. 
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Kof Pii]>e^'. That school has produced versifiers in 
abundance, but no poet. No mail of genius, nor even 
of original lolenls acknowledged his supremacy, while 
his authority was paramount with the public, and its 
blind guides. But it is not less remarkable, that 
among the poets of that interval, whose works have 
lived and deserved to live, there were none who pro- 
duced such an effect upon their contemporaries or 
successors, tliat their influence cau be perceived iu the 
literature of the age, none from whom young miudB 

Iieceived an impulse strong enough to bias in the 
(jUghtest degree their future course. Except Pope 
Bmself, there is so one whose name is so generally 
luoivn in other coiuitriea as the author of the Night 
[Hioughts, and Pope is known only by name where 
ftat work has been rendered popular by translation. 
Vet though the strain of this poem is stamped with 
tlie strongest mannerism, and both the matter and the 
manner are of' a kind to affect the reader powerfully 
and deeply, Blair's Grave is the only poem I can call 
ta mind which has been composed in imitation of it. 
Milton has had many imitators, the best of whom have 
bume no happier resemblance to him than a monu- 
mental effigy bears to the life ; but a style ao fiiU of 
point and epigram, as Young's, deterred copyists ; 
whereas an imitator of Milton, if he succeeded in pro- 
ducing a dead likeness, might satisfy himself, ..for 
me who was capable of perceiving that the life was 

" 0:ie of tUe ^eali^Bt poers of this century, snys Bestlip, 

It tate and much-lauieulei) Mr. Gray of Camlridge, modesllv 

to me, ibot if lliere was in bia own numbers any thing- 

cred ap[)iolia'iou, be liid IpBrned it all liom Drjdeo. 
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wanting:, would never have ventured, upon the audaci- 
ous attempt. They who would imitate Tacitus, or Sir 
Thomas Brown, must be able to think like thpm; and 
Yoimg's poetry presents a difficulty of the same kind ". 

Thomaon is another poet of the aame age who 
had no productive influence in this sense, though in 
another and better way, he had a wider one than 
Young ; for Thomson brought with him, from his own 
beauliftil country, a deep perception and true love of 
the beauties of nature, tor which the English poets, 
from Dryden to Pope, seem to have had neither eye, 
nor ear, nor heart. Cowper thought Thomson admi- 
rable in description °^, and no man's judgement could 
carry with it more authority on this point, for his own 
descriptions were all from nature; not one of them 
second-handed; he has told n% this**, and they cany 
their evidence with them. " But it always seemed to 
him," he said, " that there was something of af&ctation 
in Tliomaon's style, and that his numbers are some- 
times not well harmonized"." He considered him, 
however, as a true poet, and that his lasting fame had 
proved it. The opinion rested upon better pround 
than the proof, for Thomson's fame was not then of 
more than a single life's duration ; and older reputa- 
tions, which for a while had spread wider and flou- 
rished more, have since that time passed away. 

Little can he ascertained concerning Cowper's youth- 

" Dr. Johnson had forgolten the Night Thongbls, when hf 
mid in bia life of Miltaa, Ibat " the goud and evil of eteinity 



PRIOH. 145 

readiug and first predilections in poetry. The em'- 

t of his poems wliich has been preserved, is an 

aitation of the Splendid Shilling, -written in his sfiven- 

I year ; and certainly none but a boy of great power, 

II as great promise, could have produced it, nor 
lit conaiderahle practice in verse. HudJbras and 
s Alma were both favourites with him in early 

life, and at that time he often read them". But he 
thought that Solomon was Prior's best poem"'', whe- 
ther we consider the subject or the execution ; and 
Q author" who with much labour indeed, 
Hit with admirable success, has embellished all hie 
B with the most charming case. " Every man 
it with verse -writing," he says, " knows, and 
y painfiil experience, that the familiar style is 
(fall styles the moat difficult lo succeed in. To make 
^erse speak the language of prose without being pro- 
"'saic, to marshal the words of it in such an order as 
they might na.tunilly take in falling from the lips of 
an extemporary speaker, yet without meanness, har- 
Dioniously, elegantly, and without seeming to displace 
a syllable for the sake of the rhyme, is oue of the 
most arduous tasks a poet can undertake. He that 
C«uld accomplish this task was Prior : many have Imi- 




* To ait. Uiiwin, WMcb Si, 1784. He aska. an 
ison.what could liave suggsated to Johnsdn die 
IS wrifteu ia imitatian of IludibrBsl qIi«\ 
d tlit-m in former yeaiB, lip »»yii| he imver saw 

taemblanci* [o t-ach oilier, eitiept that they ai 

le of llie same meaauie ; noi coold be now. 

o Mr. Unwin, Jan. S, 17IS1. 

o.Mr. UiiwiQ, Jao. 17, 17b;{. 
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tated his e:tceUenc« in this particular, but the best 
copies have fallen far short of the original." 

This admiration of a poet with whom he had little 
that was congenial in his own mind, he probably learnt 
from Lloyd, for his taste had been Tcry much influ- 
enced by the set with which he associated in early 
life. He thought too meanly of Gray and Mason 
when his friends ridiculed them ; but like those 
friends, he lived to perceive that be had been misled 
by youthful presumption™, and to make honourable 
amends. With Churchill he admired Dryden ; but he 
had none of that dislike for Pope, which in Churchill 
seems to have produced a feeling' of personal ani- 
mosity. " I could never," says Cowper, " agree with 
those who preferred him to Dryden ; nor with otherB, 
(I have known such, and persons of taste and discern- 
ment too,) who could not allow him to be a poet at 
oil. Ue was certainly a mechanical maker of verses; 
and in every line he ever wrote we see indubitable 
marks of most indefatigable industry and labour. 
Writers who find it necessary to make such strenuous 
and painful exertions, are generally as phlegmatic as 
they are correct; but Pope was, in tliia respect, ex- 
empted from the common lot of authors of that class. 
With the unwearied appUcation of a plodding Flemish 
painter, who draws a shrimp with the most minute 
exactness, he had all the genius of one of the first 
masters. Never, I beUeve, were such talents and such 
drudgery united. But J admire Dryden most, who 
has succeeded by mere dint of genius, and in spite of 
I laziness and carelessness almost peculiar to himself. 
=" See Vol. i. p. B6a, 
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i beauties. 
9 faults are those of a great man ; and his beauties 
Buch (at least sometimes) as Pope uith all his 
bing aiid retouching, could never equal* 
'hile his first volume waa m the pre*" he told 
■. Unvrin*' that he had not read an Luirlish poet for 
I years, and but one for twenty Jpii' who 
e may have been, there 11 nothing either in his 
Trespondence or his ]>oeni9 that can le^d us to sur- 
He reckoned this among his principal advan- 
s a composer of verses. "' Imitation," said he, 
a of the best Tnodeis is mj aversion ; it is servile 
1 mechanical ; a trick thiit has enabled many to 
e of author, who could not have written 
1, if they had not written upon the pattern of aome- 
)dy indeed original. But when the ear and the taste 
ich accustomed to the manner of others, 
t 19 almost impossible to avoid it ; and we imitate in 
pile of ourselves, just in proportion aa we admii*," 
years afterwards it appears that he persisted in 
same opinion ; " Poetry," said he, " English poe- 
, I never touch, being pretty much addicted to the 
ng of it, and knowing that much intertourae with 
e gentlemen betrays us unavoidably into a habit 
f inaitadon, which 1 hate and despise most cor- 
ally".- 

I Cowpcr said that he had read no Eiigibb 

poetry for so many years, the words must not be too 

literally takwi; ho can only have meant that he had 

perused none with that degree of attention, or that fre- 

• To Mr. Unicin. Jan. .% 1782. * Sov. ai, 17B1. 

■1 To Mr. Hill, Nov. 33, 1783. 



148 



LIFE OF COWPEB. 



quenty, which might have affected his own composi- 
tions. When Johnson's edition of the British Poets 

. appeared, Mr. Unwin lent them to him. His remark, 
when he had merely looked into some of the volumeB, 
I, " A few things I have met with, which if they 
, heen humt the moment they were written, it 
would have been hetter for the author, and at least as 

I well for hia readers. There is not much of this, hut 
a little is too much. I think it a pity the editor ad- 

' mitted any, the English muse would have lost no credit 

1 by the omission of aueh trash^V 

England, 1 helieve, ia the only country in which any 
general collection of its poets has been attempted. The 
first was brought forward by a noted bookseller, named 
John Bell, to whom the artists of that time were be- 
holden for some opportunities of making themselves 
known, and of whom, more than of any other pub- 
, it may be said that he introduced a taste for 

r fine printing. He, in the year 1777, announced an 

I' edition of the Poets of Great Britain, complete, from 

* Chaucer to Churchill. The more respectable of the 
London booksellers", regarding this 

" To Mr. Unwin, May 16, 1779. 
" Mt. Uilly. lliB bookseller, wlio slates t 
■t Ihe lime in a. leitxr to GoaweJl, fbIIb Bell's a little trifljng 
edJLion i and bbjb that the type was to extremely smnll thil 
man; persons could not resd it, aod not only Ihia incoDTem- 
BDce attended il, bul: tfae inaccunicy at' tlie press was veiy 
coiupiijuDus." — Criikcr'a Bnin'ill, lol. iii.p, -174. 

I know not wbether Jobnioo's edition was more Bcoor»le i 
[ bat this I know, lliat aiiless tJiH press be carefuJIy compued 
Kwith Iba last edition of a book tbat baa passed uudu tlio 
|»uthor'a own eye, avery new edition will iiilrodiice now eor- 
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what they callpd their literary property, (as by the cus- 
tom of the trade it was considered to be,) resolved upon 
publishing a rival edition, which should have the advan- 
tages of on ostensible and competent editor, of a more 
text, and of including several authors, whose 
rorks being still copyright by law, could not be printed 
ith the consent of those pablishera in whom ihat 
i^twas vested. Dr. Johnson, as holding deservedly 
the highest rank among his contemporaries, was the 
person whom they solicited to undertake the task, and 
.to write the lives of the poets. And they also, like 
11, proposed to commence with Chaucer, and include 
the English poets down to iheir own time. 
The selection, however, was made not by the editor, 
bot by the booksellers ; and they were directed in it 
by no other criterion than that of public opinion, as 
evinced in the demand for certain hooka ; the poet 
whose works were not called for was dead to them. 
Departing, therefore, on that consideration, from their 
first intention, instead of commencing their collection 
with Chaucer, they began witb Cowley. Bell's com- 
prised only three earlier writers, Chaucer, Spenser, 
and Donne : and it is not to the honour of our country 
&at his collection, which was a mere bookseller's affair, 
m which no care or attention was bestowed, should 
contain the only convenient and most complete 
ion of the works of the great father of English 

■aj. 

When Cowper first looked into Johnson's collection, 

rtaplioDt iuto tli« l»it. and of tli» vrrj worat bind, hy the care- 
t BubsiilUlion of worci* whicli, wjlhoBt milling [loasaiise of 
iH pmujife, *ttei iw mraDini;, or deH^^oy its tMXoif . 
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some of the writers therein included, seemed in his 
opinion to have but a very disputable right among 
[ the classics. " I am quite at a loss," said he, "' when 
I I see them in snch company to conjecture what is 
Dr. Johnson's idea or definition of classical meriL 
But if he inserts the poems of some who can hardly 
be said to deserve such an honour, the purchaser may 
comfort himself with the hope that he will exclude 
[ none that do^." Johnson himself was only responsi- 
[ ble for the inserlion of Blackmore's Creation, Pom- 
1 fret, Yaldcu, and Watts. Cowper also would have 
[ ^ven Watts a place there, deeming him, " if 1 am," 
t ,be says, " a judge of verse, a man of true poetical 
r ability ; careless indeed for the most part, and inat- 
tentive to those niceties which constitute elegance of 
expression, but irequently sublime in his concep- 
tions, and masterly in his execution" ;" — higher pTBiBe 
than that busy-minded and benevolent good man is 
entitled to as a poet. The Creation, too, he would 
have admitted, for he thought that filackmore ehoile 
in that work, " though he had written," he said, " more 
absurdities in verse than any writer of our country **." 
This is not the judgement which he would have pro- 
nounced if be had read all or any of Sir Richard's 
epics ; for they are uniformly grave and dull, and it is 
rarely that a ray of absurdity enlivens them. For 
Pomfret, . . the wonder is not that Johnson introduced, 
but that the bookseller should have overlooked one 
who would at that time certainly have been elected by 
universal suffrage to a seat in the assembly of poets. 

" To Mr. IJnwin, Msy 86, 1779. 

» To Mr, Newlon, Sept. IB, 1781- » Ibid. 






Sfaldcn was indebted for it to the editor'^ cpeciul 

le perusal of Johnson's Lives left an uncomfart- 
impression upon Cowper. " It is a melancholy 
observation." he says, " which it is impossible not to 
make, after having run through this series, that where 
there were such shining talcntA, there should be so 
little virtue. These luminaries of our country seem to 
have been kindled into a brighter blaze than others, 
only that their spots might be more noticed ; — bo much 
nature do for onr intellectual part, and so little for 
moral 1^1 know not but one might search these 
roluraes with a candle, as the prophet says, to find a 
and not find one, unless, perhaps, Arbuthnot 
were he"." — "In all the number I obsen'e but one 
man (a poet of no great fame, — of whom I did not 
know that he existed till 1 found him there,) whose 
mind seems to have had the shghtest tincture of reli- 
gion : and he was hardly m Ids senses. His name was 
Collins. He sunk into a state of melancholv, and died 
young. Not long betVire his death, he was found at 
bis lodgings in Islington by his biographer, with the 
New Testament in his hand. He said to .lohnson, 
1 have but one book ; bht it is the best.' Of him, 
lerefore, there are some hopes. But from the lives 
all the reiit there Is but one inference to be drawn : 
■that poets are a very worthless wicked set of peo- 

The opinion thus severelv expressed, was as incon- 
rately formed as it is uncharitable. In proof of it, 

" To Mr. Unmn. Marcli al. 1784. 
" To Mi, Npwtou, MarsU 19, I7B<, 
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he alleged that DryJen was a Bjcophant lo the public 
taste, sinning against his feeUngs, lewd in his nritings 
though chaste in hi» conversation ; that Pope was 
Tain and petulant, painfully sensible of censure, and 
yet restless in provocation ; that Addison stooped to 
mean artifices in hopes of injuring the reputation of 
his friend ; and that Savage was a profligate scoun- 
drel. Now it is true that nothing is known of Savage 
hut what is bad ; and yet he who was remembered with 
so much affectiou by so good a man as Johnson, could 
not have been without some redeeming qualities. And 
if Cowper had not been under the immediate influence 
of dark and morbid views, he would have called to 
mind that there is nothing injurious to morahty in any 
of Dryden's bving works (his comedies have happily 
been long defunct ) ; that Pope was intentionally, as well 
B£ professedly, a moral poet ; and that Addison might 
be truly said to have left '■ no Uue, which dying, he 
could wish to blot I" They bad their failings as all men 
have, hut those failings are more conspicuous in their 
biography than they were in their lives : the general 
tenour of which, if not blameless, (for of whom can that 
be s<ud?) deserved and obtained, in a high degree, 
the esteem and respect of those to whom they were 
best known. But what he thus said, was an efiiisioa 
of splenetic feeling in some gloomy hour, not the 
result of reflection, nor in accord with his disposition. 
He did not call to mind how many of those writers, 
whose lives Johnson has recorded, were men of irre- 
proachable conversation, who departed in the faith and 
r of the Lord ; and he himself has said, not less 
I piously than charitably, " that the niercj- which can 
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forgive iniquity, will never be severe to mark our 
frailties"." 

That he should never hefore have heard of ColUns, 
shows how little Collins had been heard of in his life- 
; and that Cowper, in his knowledge of conlem- 
literature, was now awakening-, as it were, from 
.Bleep of twenty years. In the course of those years 
illina's Odes, which were utWrly neglected on iheir 
first appearance, had obtained their due estimation. 
It will never he forgotten in the history of English 
..poetry, that with a generous, and a. just, though im- 
senae of indignation, Collins, as soon as his 
enabled him, repaid the publisher the price 
^i^ch he had ^ecei^'ed for their copyright, indemnified 
the adventure, and committed the rc- 
la b}' far the greaUr part of the irapres- 
4. But it should also be remembered, 
of one generation these poems, with- 
any adventitious aid tu bring them into notice, 
acknowledged to be the best of their kind in the 
Silently and imperceptibly they had risen 
their own buoyancy, and their power was felt by 
eader who had any true poetic feeling'", 
if Collins was a name unknown till thenj^ 
iwper, Churchill was still with him " 

* To Lad; Hesketli, Oct. 10, 17(55. 

1° Johnson, [bough be a»ems la have loved aiid [eipecl«d 
|tlUa>, BHver betnyeJ his wane of tbat feeling more [ban 
le summed up lbs critidsm on his writiags, by SBying, 
a men lue often eBteemed who ennnol be Ic ' 



him for his loss in 
mainder, which w 
«on, to the flame 
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Churchill," though that reputation, which Lad risen 
a, meteor, seemed to have passed away like one. 
Collins had been neglected during his life ; a more 
cruel n^lect waa Churchill's portion after his death. 
Only a day before that event took place, he made his 
will, wherein it is mournful t4> observe there is not the 
slightest e^tpression of religious faith or hope. He said 
it, " 1 desire my dear friend, John Wilkes, Esq., 
::ol]ect and publish my works, with the remarks and 
eKplanations he has prepared, and any others he thinks 
proper to make." There can be no doubt that Wilkea, 
who was with him during his illness, engaged to under- 
take this office, nor that he intended to perform it ; fcH- 
though he could feign friendship when he sought to 
make any one his dupe, his affections where he felt it 



"As 






dear Churchill has allotted me," he says in one of his 
letters, " I will do it to the best of ray poor abilities. 
My life shall he dedicated to it"." Id aEolher, writ- 
ten a fortnight after his friend's death, he writes, " I 
am better, but cannot get any oontmued sleep. The 
idea of Churchill is ever before my eyes. A pleasing 
melancholy will, perhaps, succeed in time, and then I 
shall be fit tor something. As 1 am, there is not a 
more useless animal In the world. My mind turns 
much on my dear friend's request about bis works. I 
desire to live, first, to show my gratitude to my friends, 
then my detestation of our enemies " I" — " I begin to 
recover from the late cniel blow, hut I believe I shall 
never get quite over it"." — " You know in what a rest- 
To Mr. Coles, Kgv. 11, 1764. " Nov. IB. 176*. 
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state a man's Epirits must be. who does uot sleep. 
Churchill is atill before my eyes"." 

The promised edition was to be worthy of his de- 
ceased friend, and of himself. " He would never," he 
risk any crudities with the public. No man 
is any reputation was ever wrilten out of it, but 
himself"." Some mouths afterward, telling; his 
lughter how clo&elj he was employed upon his friend's 
works, he said, " you see how much I have at heart to 
show the world how I loved Churchill, and what influ- 
those I loved, even when gxine from us, retain 
The loss of Churchill," he said, "he 
luld always think the most cruel of all the afflictions 
had suffered, and he would soon convince mankind 
tt he knew how to value such superior genius and 
s first intention was to print the work at 
lue, and Voltaire, whom he visited at this time, 
offered him the assistance of his printers. Giving up 
this plan, he proposed printing it at Naples, where 
he had settled himself, as he supposed, for a time, 
ing his outlawry ; when he found that there were 
acles to his design there, he thought again of Lau- 
le, or of Geneva, or Amsterdam, there to pubUsh a 
edition of his dear friend's valuable remans, leaving 
a second to rectify the mistakes which his long ab- 
le from England might occasion. He said that he 
already more than half tinished it. " 1 am ever in- 
it," said he, to Humphrey Cotes, "on doing honour to 
memory of a departed friend, whom I most dearly 
^ ; and all the services to my native country, which 



" Dec. 10. 
» To Mr. Col, 



I ua, i7<i5. 



, May -21. 
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arc in the reach of my poor abilities. You, Lord Tem- 
ple, and a few more, will find the just tribute of praise 
which the public and I owe you. Bute, Hoiland, and 
Sandwich will see that I think of them just as 1 did in 
England." 

He Uilked largely of his annotations". " No man," 
said he, " haa ever talen more paiiiH that notes (n dull 
businosa of itself) may not disgrace his fair classic page. 
How pleased is the dear shade of our friend with all I 
have done I I am sure of it." But the promised obla- 
tion to his friend's shade was never performed. The 
few notes which Wilkes had actually prepared, were 
not published rill after his own death, some forty years 
afterwards ; and were then found to contain little or 
nothing more than a repetition of well known facts, of 
malice which had previously done its worst, and of 
profligacy which had long been sufficiently notorious. 
Churchill's poems were indeed brought together in a col- 

" Much waa eipected from lliem, even by foreigners, la 
the Memofrea SecviU for Ilisi jeai. ia the following article. 
ICS Nov. La Litt^mttirt Angtoittt vUhI dt fuire trne ptfrts couji- 
I iinlile par la mart dt M. Charlet Churdtill, que ill Satyni gut 
f MiK^u eilibrt. II amit paiti <U Londtts a Baulagnt paut iwfr >bj« 
ami M. Withea, deoenu jtitr tet Sat^rst ga jirfw encore ptu9 e^iShn 
que iui, II y eit nwrt d'anejitcre miltiaiTt. U a chirgi par KM 
lintanunt M. Wilkei dt rtcutUltr (I di pubiitr m mwnigti, aim 
da nfoarqust at des BTjiUcataia. PersflanB n'tit plus pn^ra i bleu 
(sAMiter <al(< eommiaim. M. Wilhii el M. ChurchlU pfamnl 

tt wnWumi d« mdnt. Vol , ii. p. 133. 

The French writer adda, " U ul dtHaviagi qiie ttt Saljlnt dt 
K. CknrckiU seitiil trap peramelta. >l qui Ujond tiaaKt a da 
(unvUrn dt parti tt a detcinaivUiHcts mnrntHlancri,, dnnt I'iiilA^l 
' ' et a pird hieHlal." Thej who nere nol under the iaUu- 
I af parly feeling could pciceire tliia, 



Icpted form, but not by Wilkes, nor in a new edition ; 
remaining copies of hia several pieces were merely 
ingcd in two toIuidcs, and published by subscrip- 
■ A single poem, the only complcle one found 

uiuong his papers, mas all lliat was added. Professing 

in this to take for his eobjecl, 

A plaia, Dnlalioureil jouniey of > dajf , 

he exhorted the Mutes to amuse themselves nith his 

contemporary poets during his absence, and concluded 

Nome of his moat vigorous, but most misdirected satire 

with these lines : 

Till)", or in any better way tfiej please, 
Wiib these gresl mea, or wiih great men like these, 
Let them their appulite for laughter feed ; 
in my juiirneT all alone proceed. 

little did he apprehend when that last verse was «rit- 
1, whither and how soon he was about to depart I 
is this the only passage wherein the poet may 
have unconsciously written a prophetic strain 
gard to himself. 

S«me of my frieods. (Tor friends 1 inubt auppose 
All wLo, nal diiri»K lo appear mj foes, 
Feign grent good mil, and, nat more full of Hpite 
Thw) full of crafl, under falce colours fight ;) 
Some of luy fiiends,— (lo larislily I print) 
A* more in Borrow than in anger, liint, 
(Tbough that indeed will scsice Bdmit a doubt,) 
That I shall run my Hock of genius out. 
My no gieal stock, and puhlialiiiig so fast, 
Must needs bucome a bankrupt at ibe last. 



158 LIFE OF COWPER. 

Genius himself (nor here let genius frown) 
Must to ensure his vigour, be laid down, 
And fallowed well. Had Churchill known but this. 
Which the most slight observer scarce could miss, 
He might have flourished twenty years, or more. 
Though now alas, poor man ! worn out in four." 

» • • • 

Perturbed spirits rest, nor thus appear 
To waste your counsels on a spendthrift's ear. 
On your grave lessons I cannot subsist. 
Nor even in verse become economist. 
Rest then, my friends; nor, hateful to my eyes. 
Let Envy in the shape of Pity, rise 
To blast me ere my time ; with patience wait, 
('Tis no long interval,) propitious Fate 
Shall glut your pride, and every son of phlegm 
Find ample room to censure and condemn. 
Kead some three hundred lines, (no easy task. 
But probably the last that I shall ask,) 
And give me up for ever. Wait an hour. 
Nay, not so much, — revenge is in your power, 
And ye may cry, ere Time hath turn'd his glass, 
Lo ! what we prophesied is come to pass ! 

The unexpected death of a man in the flower of his 
age, who during four years had been one of the most 
conspicuous persons in England, and certainly the 
most popular poet, occasioned a strong feeling among 
that part of the public to whose political prepossessions 
and passions he had addressed himself. Some of his 
admirers were inconsiderate enough to talk of erecting 
a monument to him in Westminster Abbey; but if 
permission had been asked it must necessarily have 
been refused ; it would indeed have been not less in- 
decent to grant, than to soHcit such an honour for a 
clergyman who had thrown off his gown, and renounced. 



there appeared loo macfa reflson lo apprehend, Iiis 
hope in Christ. Ills associate imdoubtedlT wished 
U> hate it believed that he had shown as little regajd 
to religion in the last hours*, as in ihe latter veare of 
Ins liTe ; and though they obtained Christian burial for 
by bringing the body from Bonli^e to Dover, 
'here it was interred in the old cemetery which once 
iged to the collegiate church of St. Martin, they 
inscribed upon his tombstone, instead of any conso- 
latory or monitory teit, this epicurean line from one 
fhis ovra poems, 
Life lo the last enjojed. here CliurcLill lifs. 
Wilkes erected n monument to hia friend's memory, 
in the grounds of his cotta^ at Sandham, in the Isle 
of Wight, It was a broken pillar, fluted, and of the 
Doric order, nine feet high, cmd five in diameter, placed 
D a grove, with weeping willows, cj'presses, and yews 

" Mr. Davies, in his \jle of Garrick, apoa what he thinks 

L BUtharity, hath related, that Chun:hilI*E hn woids were. 

; afoet have I been ! J'hougli he might, on BCTeial accaonla, 

(live bad too much cause to make such K reflecliou, it ii not ttue 

it was made by Iiim. ' This,' sajrs Dr. Kippis, ' we have 

aaured of liy Mr, VVilkes, whose leatimony upon th« >ab- 

H mail be decisive i nod the tame genlleman halJi infainied 

la world, that the goodoeas of Churchiira hpait, and llie firm- 

_ M of his philosophy, were iu t'ult lustie duritig tlio wliale lime 

^^hu very aevere illDeis; and Thai Ihe amaMiig l^culties uf his 

Bind were not in the least impaiied till a few luaiaeuts hefure 

hii death.' " — Bing, Brilunntra. 

Wilkea'a testimaii]' would be wotlli natlting on Ihia point, if 
it were not corrohoralod by the Inst will aad testamenl of his 
unhappy friend. 
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behind, laurels beside it, and bays, myrtles, laburnums, 
and other shrubs in the foreground. A tablet, on the 
pillar, bore this inscription : 

Carolo Churchill, 

Amico jucundo, 

Poet* achi, 

civi optime de patria merito 

P. 

Johannes Wilkes. 

MDOCLXV. 

The same words he inscribed upon a sepulchral 
alabaster urn, sent him from Rome by the Abbe 
Winckelman, who was then the superintendent of the 
antiquities in that city. 

The only laudable part of Churchill's conduct during 
his short career of popularity was that he carefully laid 
by a provision for those who were dependent on him. 
This was his meritorious motive for that greediness of 
gain with which he was reproached^, .. as if it were any 
reproach to a successful author that he doled out his 
writings in the way most advantageous for himself, and 
fixed upon them as high a price as his admirers were 
willing to pay. He thus enabled himself to bequeath an 
annuity of sixty pounds to his widow, and of fifty to the 
more unhappy woman, who, after they had both re- 

*® *' Go on, illustrious bard ! (said a Monthly Reviewer, vol. 
xxxi. p. 276.) Thou art in the right road to independence. 
Indulge the reigning depravity of taste ; get deeper still in 
dirt ; the half crowns will wash thee clean. Leave elegance 
and harmony to others ; in these stirring times they will not 
procure thee sixpence. To use tliy own phraseology, " thej 
will not go to market." 



jjenled of their guiUj inlorcourse, had flpd ti> him ag^aiD 
for ihe protection which she knew not whsre else to 
seek. And when theae duries had been provided for, 
there remaiued some surplus for his two sous. Well 
would it be if he might be as fairly vindica.ted on other 
points. He left for publication ten sermons, wliich he 
liad sold to his puhlifihers for two hundred and fifty 
pounds, that price being afforded in consideration of a 
dedicatory poem to Bishop Warhurton, in a strain of 
the severest sarcaem. The dedication was found un- 
finished among his papers, but there was enough of it 
IK> secure tlie sale of an otherwise unsaleable bocik", 
und to evince once more the vigour and the acrimony 
of the writer. Such an introduction to a volume of 

" The BJoiiililj Reviewer, however, seems lo Iibvb tJiought 
Ihit Cliurchiirs dbidh woulil liBie been atDacIioii suifjcieot. 
He Eayi. " ihuugli ihere is scarre any epecies of composition 
which meets witli a i^ooler receptioa from lbs generality of 
Teadere tlmu senonnB, Churchili's Sermoiu will Bniloubtedlj 
excite great curiosity. Those who admire ihe lta\d nnd ilHidng 
geiiina of the poet, will eipecl something eitraordmary in the 
preBcher, and will open the volame wtiL great impatience." 

The whole aalire is eitisoled in thii reiiewtl ; — whifh con- 
cliidei witli a remark not the leaa striking for heingobvtoiiB: — 
'* We cannot help observing tbac Churchill the poet itnd 
Churchill the preacher appear to be very different oharaetera. 
In his poems he is an outrageoos and merciless salirial ; in hi* 
sermoos a meek and peapeable Christian. Vel stmu)^ as the 
mixlute may aeeni, in the present publication he iiAulA charac- 
ters ill out! It is really au extraurdinary appearance to see a 
comtnentary on that form of prsyet camjwBed by ttctievolence 
itself, preceded by a virulent libel !^ — But let us not forget, 
that when Ihis eiirsKed wasp, for tlir lsH< time, dsneil his sting 
»i Warbunon, it imoiii. and the poor HO^ry eoul etpircd!"^ — 
Vol. luii. pp. 101. 109. 



i would have excited the indignation of any 
well-regulated mind if it had appeared during the 
author's life; as a posthumous nork, it occtisioaed a 
more painful feeling ; and Warburton may have con- 
templated with sorrow what he would otherwise have 
regarded with scorn. 

Churchill hated Warburton, for no apparent cause, 
except that he thought himsell' bound in friendship to 
take up all Wilkes's quarrels, and the Bishop had 
complained in the House of Lords of a gross and 
flagitious insult whiuli that profligate had offered him. 
Yet there wore more points of resemblance between 
Warburton and Churchill than any other two men of 
their age ; they resembled each other in strength of 
character, in vigour and activity of mind, in their con- 
temptuous sense of superiority over all who opposed 
them, and in a certain coarseness of nature, which was 
marked in the countenance of both, ■ . which Churchill 
did not fail to note^' in the object of his enmity, . . and 
of which he was not unconscious in himself^'. 



'Tia not thy face, — though thai by Nature's mnde 
An indi-x to tJiy aoaU tliough there display'd 
Wi! see thy mind et \arge, and through tliy skin 
Peeps out IhBt courtesy which dwells within. 
Thr portrait of himeelf is a full length:— 
A beST, wliom from the moment he was bom 
His dam despised, and ]eSi unlivk'd in scorn j 
A Babel, which the power of Art andone. 
She cimld not finish when nhe had begun^ 
An utter Chaos, out of which no might, 
But thai of God, could strike one spark of light. 
Broad were hit- Bboulden, end (turn blade to blade 
A II might at full length have laid : 



i 
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■n his bitter dedication ChurchiH says, 

Murt did I wish, though little could 1 hope, 
A frieod in him icho was the friend of Pope. 

'I'trhapa that wish may have been really entertained; 
and if favourable circiimatanc:es had introduci?d them 
to each other before the revelation in Churchill's cha- 
racter was effecred, he might have found as much 
pleasure and iutelleclual sympathy in Warburton's 
society as he afterwards did in Wilkes's; they would 
have admired and lilicd each other ; and if ihe Bishop 
had failed to awaken in him a perception of the beauty 
of holiness and the truth of reUgion, he would at 
least have made him feel the rashness and thi.' folly of 



Vut were liis boaes, his mascies twisted strong 
Hia fice wss sliort. bm brosder than 'twit loug 
Uia feitutes, tbough by OBtare they were large 
Conlenlment hid contrived to Drerrbnrge 
And bury melning ; gave that we raig-hl spy 
Sense loanog on tbe pentbouiie of bis eye. 
His aima were two twin oeka ; his legs 9o stout 
That lliey might bear a mansian^bouse aboat ; 
Not were they, look but at bis body There, 
Desiga'd by fate a much less weight to behr. 
O'er ■ brown caasaclt, wbidb bad once been bla 
Whitli bung in IRttera on his lunwny back, 
A aght rami stntnge and awkward to heboid. 
He Tlirew ■ uorering of blue and gold. 
Jusl at ihm time of life, when msn, by rule. 
The fo]i laid down, takes up ihe gruym fool, 
He slarled up h fo^. and, fond of ^how, 
Look'd like Buotlii-r Hercules, lutn'd beau I 

Indeiiemknni.y. 14! 
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I As he hated Warburton for Wilkes's sake, so, per- 
I haps, it may have been partly for Warhiii-ton'a sake 
that he hated Pope, . . for his dislike of Pope amoiuited 
to hatred. He is saxA to have wished him alive, not 
L only that he might have a struggle with him for pre- 
I eminence, hui that he might endeavour to break his 
I heart. Though such bravados of malignity are, for the 
I most part, far from meaning all that they express, they 
I can never be uttered or conceived without self injury. 
I He disliked Pope's manner as a poet, and his character 
I as a mao'", and had formed the intention of attacking 
[ both". " Mr. Pope," said he, in a letter to WTlkes, 

[ " The Montlily Reiiew observeB tliat thia '■ enmity, whioh 

broke out so long niter Pope's deatb, is aomewhBt eitisoidi- 

nary, and tbe mora bo, aa tbe satirist's spleen seema diiefly to 

tiBve been directed agsiutt bis pTivate character, a circumstancA 

in Tegard to wiiicii, y/e beliere, tbere are not manj who hoM 

I the two poets in eqnal eslioiBlion. Wbst ample room is there 

I tbrrecriminHtion on till! uaduoer of Mr.Pojie'B beart! But it 

I Were unnecesssTy, as well aa an ungrateful tusk, to enlarge on 

I this topic — since few, if any, of oar resdtra are elrwigera la 

I the moral character and conduct of Cbarlea Charcliilt." — 

I Vol. >li. p. 378. 

I " Wilkea saya, he " intended ta bare sifted every pari of his 
obaracter." and Wilkee gives bis own opinion of Pope, " His 
writings," be Bays, " almosf the only traly correct, elegant, aad 
bxgh-Gnisbed poems in our language, bcentbe ihe, purest mo- 
rality, tbe most perfect humanity and benevolence. In the 
commecce of life, bowever, be abowud liimaelf not acrapulouBly 
moral, and was a very selfish, splenetic, malevolent being. 
The friends wbom be moat loved, were tie sworn enemie* of 
tbe liberties of liii country, Atlerbury, Oxford, and Baling- 
broke, on wbom bo laviehed tbe sweet incenae of a delicata 
eiquiaita praise, which ought only to linve been purchased by 
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" ought Biirely t.o feci aome instinctive terrors, for 
against him I have double-pointed all my little thunder- 
bolls; in which, as to the design, I hope 1 shall have 
your approbation when you consider hta heart ; and as 
to the execution, if you approve it, I can sit down 
easily and hear with contempt the censures of all the 
half-bloodod, prudish lords." It ia not to be regretted 
that Cburchill contented himself with libelling the 
living, and never carried into effect this injurious 
intention which he had eotertmned against the dead: 
for the force of even just criticism is weakened when 
it is dehvered with an asperity that savours of personal 
malevolence. But if " it disgusted Churchill to hear 
Pope entolled as the first of English poets," his own 
judgement was not less erroneoiis when he assigned 
that place to Drjden. Dryden was, indeed, the best 
model whom, with his power and turn of miiid, he 
could have chosen for himself, even if that power had 
always taken its best direction. He followed him 
with success. The freedom and vigour of his versi- 
fication, in which sense was never sacrificed to sound, 
which was never tricked out with tinsel, nor spangled 
with false ornaments, which, whatever were its faults, 
was free from nonsenge, and which always expressed 
in genuine English its dear meaning, contributed to 
prepare the way for a better taste than prevsuled during 
Pope's undisputed supremacy. Ilic injurious etfects 
which had been caused by that dictatorship were weak- 
ened by Churchill's rule as Tribune of the people. 

His immediate imitators were a despicable race; 
I ituDierous opponents there Imd been a few 

kose greatest disadvantage was that they took the 



better side, which, under a tribunate, is always the 
imEuccessful one ; but those wba attempted to tread in 
his steps, and succeed him, were mere libellerB", with 
uo other qualification than their impudence ; . . " a Cal- 
muck tribe of authors," they were called, " the brood 
f Churchill's spawn, and the heirs of his Itillingsgate 
fortune," They passed away like a swarm of noxious 
insects ; and Churchill himself was for a lime depre- 
ciated" as unduly as he had been extolled. The first 
who rendered justice to his genius was Cowper : 

While Bercile trick nnd imitutiTe knack 
Confine the miJlion in the beBlon mck, 
FcrliBps home couTser, who disdain? the road, 
Snufis up tlie wind, and flinga himself abrOBd. 



" " Tlie dorninions of Alexander the CieKt had not morv 
cmnpetitois iiflerhis deoegae lliau (be poetical demesnei of the 
late Mr. Churchill Various, indeed, nie the vandidaces, hut 
their pretencea are nearly the Barae ; — fo measure coupleta, to 
ftcaitei ahaBf, and to praise the bard whose name they ' lake in 
Tlin.' Their embitian, at the same lime, is as sotdid as tlleir 
Terse; for it is not Mr. ChuTchiU'a crown of Uurel that the; 
seek, hut hiu half-crown sterling." — Monthly Keiimc, February, 
1765, vol. <iiii. p. 15S. 

Twenty years before a wretched precnrsor of these liheliata 
complained of the restraint under which his " ladigaaat Mum " 

" tvamea muat be conteai'd; O misfortune dire '. 
Law checks my rage, and lawyers damp my Cre. 
■* " A remarkable instance," says Dr. Kippis, " of a endden 
luld sliort-hved celebrily— and of a more than usual rapiditj in 
the oeglett paid lo his writings." 

"We idl remember," aays Dr. Waiton, " when bi'sb a 
Churchill was more in rt^ue than a Cray." 



(JontenipeTBliei alJ surpasa'd. see one, 
Sbart liis aaeur indeed, hut My rua ; 
Clturcliit], himself unrunscious of liii power: 
In penury coosomed hi* idle liourB ; 
And like a BCBttpr'd seed sC random sovm, 
Wu Ifift lo spring by vigoar of hia own. 
Lifted al lengtli by dignity oftbougbl 
And dint of genius to in afflaent lot, 
He laid Iiis liratj on luxury's sofi Up, 



And I 



lo often tl 



re hia easj 



<y nsp- 



If brigfalei beania than all he threw not rorth, 
'Twai negligenee in liim, not want of wortli. 
Surly and slovenly, and bold and taarse, 
Too prood for art, and truiCing in mere force ; 
Spendlbrifl alike of money and of n-ii ; 
Always at speed, and nerer drawing bit. 
He itmck the lyre in sucb a carelesa mood, 
And BO diadMn'd the rules he underBlood, 



The h 



He snatck'd it rudely fiom the Musi 






When Johnson's collection of the poets wa.s lent to 
Cowper, he read but lew of them : " those of estab- 
lished reputation," said he, •' are bo fresh in my memory, 
(bat it was like reading what I read yesterday over 
again : and as to the minor dassit^s, I did not think 
them worth reading at all. 1 tasted most of them, and 
did not lik? them." But Chiu'chill had been included 
in Bell's collection, where he brought up the rear; 
aud in the same letter which expresses bis disrespect 
for the mediocrists, Cowper gays, " I have read him 
twice, and some of hia pieces three times over, and the 
liut time with more pleasure than the first. — He is 
indeed a careless writer for the most part, hut where 
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I shall we find in any of those authors who finish their 

works with the exactness of a Flemish pencil, those 

bold and daring strokes of fancy, those numbers so 

hazardously ventured upon and so happily finished, 

' the matter so compressed and yet so clear, and the 

i colouring so sparingly laid on and yet with such a 

Plieautiful effect? In short, it is not his least praise, 

I'that be is never guilty of those faults as a, writer 

I which he lays to the charge of others ; a proof that he 

I did not judge by a borrowed standard, or from rules 

I Iwd down hy critics ; but that he was qualified to do it 

i-lsy his own native powers, and his great superiority of 

s. For he that wrote so much and so fast would, 

r through inadvertence and hurry, have departed from 

rules which he might have found in books ; but Ids 

iwn tndy poetical talent was a guide which could not 

suffer him to err ''." 

When he wae composing his first volume, Cowper 
reckoned it among bis principal advantages that he 
had read no English poetry for many years. But as the 
poems whereby he became known to the puhUc were 
bU written when he was advanced considerably beyond 
the middle a;^, he was less likely to be tinctured hy 
the manner of any favourite author than youthful 
aspirants must always be. And the same cause would 
have prevented him from being influenced by contem- 
porary writers, even it' his habits of retired life, and 
the total desuetude of poetical reading for so many 
years had not kept him unacquainted wiih any thing 
that had been published during half a generation. If 

» To Mr. Vm 
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any savnur of other poets in hia pieces, it waa 
of Lloyd in some of the smaller ones, and of Churchill 
in his satires. 

When Cowper, howeTcr, commenced author, he 
perceived the oeceBsit]' of reading: "He that would 
write," said he, " should read, not that he may retail 
the ohscrrations of other men, but that heing thus 
refreshed and replenished, he may find himself in a 
condition to make and to produce his own ''." Just 
after he had finished The Task, he purchased a Latin 
—JDictionary. " It is rather strange," said he to Mr. Un- 
" " that at my time of life, and after a youth spent 
It classical pursuits, 1 should want one ; and stranger 
^1, that, being possessed at present of only one Latin 
n the world, I should think it worth while to 
rchase one. I say that it is strange, and indeed I 
lo myself. But I have a thought that when 
my present lalwurs of the pen are ended, I may go to 
school again, and refresh my spirits by a little inter- 
course with the Mantuan and the Sahine bards ; and 
perhaps by a reperusal of some others, whose works 
we general^ lay hy at that period of life when we are 
beat qualified to read them, — when the judgement and 
the taste being formed, their beauties are least likely 
le overlooked." — " 1 have bought a great dictionary," 
) says to Mr. Newton ", " and want nothing but 
'n authors to furnish me with the use of it. Had 
kpurchased them-tirst, 1 had begun at the right end : 
^t I could not afford it. I beseech you admire my 



'■ To Mr. Lnwin. 
'• July 3, 1704. 



i, 17B1. 



" July 3, 1784. 
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prudence." Horace wns the Latin author which he 
possessed : hut he had horrowed Virgil from one neigh- 
bour, and Homer, with a ClaviS) from another, and 
had had them for some years. 

His English reading at that time vaa upon scarcely 
a wider scale. " My studies," he saya, " are very 
muth confined, and of little use, because I have no 
books but what I borrow, and nobody will iend me a 
memory : my own is ahnost worn out. I read the 
Biographia and the Review. If all the readers of the 
former had memories like mine, the compilers of that 
work would in yain have laboured to rescue the great 
names of past ages from oblivion : for what I read 
to-day, I forget to-morrow. A by-stander might say, 
' this is rather an advantage, the book is always new.' 
But I heg the by-stander's pardon : I can recollect, 
though 1 cannot remember ; and with the book in my 
hand I recognise those passages, which, without the 
book, I should never have thought of more. The 
Eeview pleases me most, because if the contents esca^ 
me, I regret them less, being a very superciHous reader 
of most modejn writers. Either I dislike the subject, 
or the manner of treating it ; the style is affected, or 
the matter b disgusting^." 

But in one of these points Cosvper depreciated him- 
self, and in the other he wronged himself. There are 
indications enough in his poems of a practical and 
retentive memory ; and the facility with which he com- 
I posed Latin verses, afler so many years ihsuse, is 
L proof not. only that he had been well taught, hut that 

•» To Mr. Newton, Ajitil m, 1783. 
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I 'he well remembered H hilt he had once learned. Neither 

I «B9 he so fasiidious a reader as he represented himself 

1^ be, and as he formerly had been. There is a time 

|< of life at which men of genius, . . and still more men of 

I '(aleBtB,.. are likely to be so, when they are fidly aware 

p9f their own powers, and have not attained the know- 

le<]ge of their own deficiencies. They are then more 

disposed to descry faults in a book, however good, and 

1 it for matter of ridicule, than to learn from 

It and be thankful. Sui^h a temper had prevailed in 

'the Nonsense Club; but even poor Lloyd hved long- 

oiough to outgrow it : Colman made ample amends to 

Mason for his share in the mock lyrics, by bringing 

El&ida and Caractacus upon the stnge ; and Cowper, 

though he accused himself of being a supercilious 

reader, had long before seen and acknowledged, that 

in proportion as he had been so in early life, his 

geraent bad been warped by prejudice '°. Indeed, 

ess he were provoked by some gross injustice of 

icism, or some glaring faults in style, he was dis< 

o think fayourably of any book that entertained 

I, and to rate its merits at their full value, . . cer- 

inly never to depreciate them. When he looked at 

? world •' through the loopholes of retreat," it was 

I from a distance at which none of its sounds were 

I iwdible. He knew nothing of the public opinion con- 

■■leeming current hterature, except what the Monthly 

nSeview told him, and sometimes the Gentleman's 

F^Magazine" ; ia this respect he exercised hia own un- 
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rejulariy. ibe ollei oiiJj en 



1 JUd^ 



md if i 



t any time the balance 
wben it inctined on the 



<I evenly held, it ? 
aide of indul^uce. 

From the time when he " left the herd," like " a 

I Btrickea deer," till he became known as the author of 

e Tusk, two and twenty yeara hud ekpsed; and in 

e course of those years the pubhc had gradually aud 

aensibly been prepared for the reception of such a 

poem. Public taste was at a low ebb when Cowpef 

joined in the laugh against Gray and Mason ; and the 

ifew persons who perceived and lamcn(<?d that it was so, 
inferred that public feeling was lower than it really 
was, . . perhaps than it ever eon be. For no corruption 
of taste, however prevalent, can wholly destroy in the 
public mind that moral sense to which true poetry 
appeals. 

When Beattie b^an his Minstrel, he said he ma 
morally certain that it never wotJd be finished, and 
that he had resolved to write no more poetry, with a 
view to publication, till he saw some dawnings of a 
poetical tasle among the generality of readers ; of 
which, said he, there is not at present any thing like 
an appearance'^. Gray once eitprcssed an opinion 
that his Elegy owed its popularity wholly lo the sub- 
ject, and that the pubUc would have received it as well 
if it had been written in prose*, lids was not alto- 
gether true : for there is a charm in metre, as there is 
in music ; it is of the same kind, though the relation 
may be remote ; and it differs less in degree perhaps, 
than one who has not an car for poetry can believe. 
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IjohnsoD may be for^vcn all the wro^g^'Ql decrees 
■vlucli he pronounced in criticism, for having preserved 
(ithis stanza "' : 

AIJ at lier irotk the villnge mBiddn siiigs; 

Kor, while the dims the ^dd; wheel niauud, 

IterolvfH the sad rieiseitud^s of things. 

i. sweeter stanza never was composed : hut apart from 
! pensive reflection which is there so exquisitely 
iresaed, what it affirms of the general influence of 
'se upon mankind, iis a truth whidi all who have 
■8 to hear may have perceived. Without songs, 
!K could be no popidar music, and without verse no 
. . none of those melodies, which having been 
n youth, or ehildhood. are recalled to memory, 
ken there of themselves, in middle or old age, 
and with which the words and feelings and aeatimenlB 
wherewith they were linked, revive also, and local 
recolleetioas, and all that is cotmected with them. 
Gray's Elegy owes much of its popularity to its soma 
of verse; the strain of thought alone, natural and 
touching as it is, would never have impressed it upon 
the hearts of thousands and tens of thousands, unless 
the diction and metre in which it was embodied had been 
perfectly in unison with it Beattic asciibed its general 



^ He repeateil it st Nnirn, « 
ig whilp KJie u'aa apinniiig wooi with B 
ought he liad henid t\<e iiuea before, 
id Johnaon [ " for they iirc iu a deticl 



^rl sing an Erse 
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reception to both causes ; " it is a poem," he aays, 
" which ia universally undergtood and admired, not 
only for its poetical beauties, but also, and perhaps 
chiefly, for its expressing sentiments in which every 
man thinks himself interested, and which, at certain 
times, are familiar to all men." Neither cause would 
have sufficed for producing so general and extensive 
and permanent an effect, unless the poem had been, in 
the full import of the word, harmonious. 

The same causes, and the same combination, ren- 
dered the Task more popular than any other poem of 
equal length io the English language. Its religious 
character, no doubt, contributed lai^ly to its circula- 
tion, by carrying it among a numerous and growing 
class of readers, for whom that character constituted 
its chief attraction. But this was rather a powerful 
assistant than a primary cause of its success; which 
was as immediate as it was complete. E^icept the 
Rosciad, there had probably been no instance of a 
poem obtaining so rapidly a great reputation : but the 
Rosciad was written by a man of the town, who had 
no worthier object in view than that of prodndng 
something which might become the town talk : it was 
addressed to those who frequented Vanity Fair, and 
was not expected to have any interest beyond tha 
precincts of that fair, nor to retain it longer than 
while the fair lasted: the Task was the work of n 
re6ective, melancholy mind, employed in retirement 
upon topics in which there was no novelty, and which, 
it might have been thought, though they never could 
become obsolete, were likely to escite little attention 
1 what ia called the world. That it must one day be 






appreciated as it deserved, a competent reader might 
have pronounced without hesitation ; the immediate 
acceptation which it ohtajned wa^ what the moat san- 
g^ne friend of the author could not have anticipated. 
Dor hod the author himself regarded it as a possibility 
:ia any dream of hope. 

But the poem appeared, . . if the expression may be 
permitted, ■ • just at the fullness of time, when the way 
had h»«n prepared for it. A taste for descriptive 
poetry, of which none was produced in the school of 
Pope and Dryden, and which professional critics had 
vQified. and condemned, had been revived by Thomson. 
So little was it favoured in liis time, that it was lon^ 
before he could find a publisher for his Winter (the 
first part of the Seasons that was printed) ; and when, 
upon Mullet's recommendation, a bookseller ventured 
to print it, the impression lay like waste paper in bis 
[varebouse, and was in danger of being sold as such, 
I one Mr, Whatley, . . (his name deserves to he 
'ded) happened to take up a copy which was 
on the publisher's stall. He was a lover of 
poetry, and, as it appears, a man of reputation among 
town wils, for he brought the poem into notice by 
spreading itx praise through the cotTee-houses ; and the 
edition was sold in consequence of the zeal with which 
he commended a poem good enough to hear out bb 
aouunendation. 

Other poets also had, in ditferent lines, and with 
iccess, introduced a taste for something 

rerent from the conventional poetry of the dominant 

lOoL Glover's Leonidas, though only party spirit 
1d have extolled it as a work of genius, obUiined 
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no 1 neon aid arable sale, and a. reputation'* which flou- 
rished tor half a century. It has a place now in the 
two great general coheciiona, aiid deserves to hold it. 
The iiuthor has the merit of haying departed from 
had models, rejected all false ornaments and tricks of 
style, and trusted to the dignity of liis subject. And 
though the poem is cold and bald, stately rather than 
strong in its best parts, and in general rather stiff 
than stalely, there is in its very nakedness a sort of 
Spartan seyerity that commands respect. 

Anothej- proof that the school of Pope was gradu- 
ally losing its influence is. that almost every poem of 
any considerable length, which obtained any celebrity 
during the half century between Pope and Cowper, 
was written in blank verse. With the single excep- 
tion of Falconer's Shipwreck, it would be in yain to 
look for any rhymed poem of that age and of equal 
extent which is held iu equal estimation with the 
works of Yomig, Thomson, Cilover, Somervile, Dyer, 
Akenstde, and Armstrong. Johnson said truly, that 
' rhyme can never be spared, hut when the sub- 
I ject is able to support itselJ";" but he was never 
r did he ever advance an opinion 



« In a ietlm diled May, 1737. Swift asks Pop», " Who is 
I OaX Mr. GloTer, who wrate ihe poem oalled Leauidas, which 
I U reprinting here, and liuiJi great vogqe '." Pope's answer 
T' 4oea not appear : " it would have bveu cunauB," says Di. V/nt- 
txa CjiBt i» 
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Btyle fonnpil oa the Greciau school, aud with tlio aimplidlj of 
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wbich is more directly disproved, than when lie asserted 
titat " those who hope to please, must condescend to 

Gray and Mason are among the writers who, by 
raising the tone of poetry, contrihuted to excite a taste 
for somethiag hetter than the school of Pope. In one 
of hisfirstpoeitia, Masouhadin a puerile fiction, ranked 
Chaucer and Spenser and Milton below Pope, which 
is like comparing a garden shrub with the oaks of the 
forest. But he would have maintained no such absur- 
dity in his riper years, for Mason lived to perceive and 
((forrect both his errors of opinion, and his faults of 
■ftyle. It was somethmg in that sickly age of tragedy 
lb produce two such dramas as Elfrida and Caructacus ; 
Qie HuccoBs of which, when Colnian (much to his ho- 
nour) made the bold experiment of bringing them on 
the stage, proved that although the public had long 
been dieted upon traGh, they could relish something of 
a worthier kind than Tamerlane, the Revenge, and the 
Grecian Daughter. Mason composed his plays upon 
an artificial model, and in a gorgeous diction, because 
he thought Shakespeare had precluded all hope of 
esceOence in any other form of drama. He has inge- 
nuously confessed that he was too much elated by po- 
pular applause ; hut he did not allow his judgement 
to be warped by supposing thai what the public had 
applauded must necessarily be good. He learned to 
tUnk that the romantic or mixed drama is that which 
is best suited to the English st-age, and he gradually 
weeded his style. 

The piece which he composed upon what he called 
• UfBof Milion. 
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" the old English model," lay by him some thirty 
yeara, and waa not published till towards the close of 
his life. He was the only person in those days who 
ventured to follow our old dramatists; for the revival 
of Shakespeare's playa upon the stage produced do 
visible effect upon contemporary play-wrights. But 
when Garrick had made the name of Shakespeare po- 
pular, a race of Shakespearean commentators arose, who 
introduced a sort of taste for the books of Shake^ 
apeare's age ; and as they worked in the rubbish, 
buried treasures, of which they were not in search, 
were hrought to light, for those who could understand 
their value. Thus, though in their cumbrous annota- 
tions, the last labourer always added more rubbish to 
the heajis which his predecessors had accumulated, 
they did good service by directing attention to our 
earlier literature. The very homage which they paid 
to Shakespeare tended to impress the multitude with 
an opinion of the paramount importance of his works, 
and a belief in excellencies of which they could have 
no perception. They who had any books for show 
considered Shakespeare, from this time, as a necessary 
part of the furniture of their shelves. Even the Jubilee, 
and its after representation at the theatres, contributed 
to confirm this useful persuasion. Thousands who had 
pot seen one of his plays, nor read a line of them, heard 
of Shakespeare, and understood that his name was one 
of those of which it became Englishmen to be proud. 

Two works which appeared in the interval between 
Churchill and Cowper, promoted, beyond any others. 
this growth of a better taste than had prevailed for the 
hundred years preceding. These were Warlon's His- 
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^m and 
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of Engliah Poetry, and Percy's Iteliques, the 
publication of which must form an epoch in the conti- 
nuatioD of that history. They only who have made 
themselveB well acquainted with the current poctr)- 
•nd criticism of those daya, can underatand or imagine 
tlioroughly hoth had been corrupted and debased, 
iks which are now justly regarded as among the 
treasures of Eng^lieh literature, which are the delight of 
&& old and the young, the learned and the unlearned, 
the high and the low, were then spoken of with con- 
tempt ; the Pdgrim's Progresa as fit only for the igno- 
rant and vulgar, Robinson Crusoe for children ; and 
if any one but an angler condescended to look in 
Ixaak Walton", it must be for the sake of finding 
something in the book to laugh at 1 Aod for Spenser, . . 
if the tiresome uniformity of his measure did not ren- 
der the Faery Queen insupportable, that poem would 
Ae laid down in disgust almost as soon as it was taken 
because of the filthy images and loathsome allego- 
with which it aboimds ! These things were said, . . 
id said by those who had seated themselves in the 
of the critic, and assumed the office of directing 
id controlling public taste ! 

Even those who found some attractions in the 
limagery and story of tliis great poem, com[ilained of 
its versification and its style. " Jt is great pity," said 
.Oldmixon, " Spenser fell into that kind of versifying ; 
and very odd that after it had been so generally and 
itly condemned, a poet in our time should think to 

" Tlie Monthly Reripwers. in 177T, said, " we have some. 
les Bmused ouriclves by dipping into honest Ijaak Wultau's 
I -Compleie Aogler, IDL-Ifly as a i uhi baol>." 
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acquire merit by imitating it. The ruff and the fnr- 
dingale might as nell be renewed in dress, as the long 
stanza in poetry, where the sense is fettered up in e^ht 
or ten lines." One gentleman, being indued with a, 
Spirit of perverse industry and ^twpid perseverance, in 
which if he has ever been equalled, he has assuredly 
never been outdone, transposed the whole of the Faery 
Queeu into blank verse. Luckily for himself he was 
prudent enough to publish only the first canto as a 
Bpeciroen ; the reason which he assigned for his under- 
taking was, that he " wished to render the poem more 
intelligible, having met with many persons, who, whilst 
they admired the imagery, invention, and sentiments 
of the author, did not choose to he at the pains to seek 
for them amongst bis uncouth phrases and obsolete 

Yet in this stanza Thomson had composed the Cas- 
tle of Indolence, and Sheustone his Schoolmistress, 
eachbeing very far the best work of its author; and the 
pubUcation of Percy's Reliques gave birth ta a third 
poem in the same delightful measure, which though 
the author, failing to work out his own conception, left 
it imperfect, will nevertheless hold its place with these, , 
centuries hence, when time shall have winnowed the 
wheat in our granaries from the chaff, and purged 
the floor : . . it was upon reading Percy's preliminary 
Dissertation, that Seattle conceived the intention of 
writing his Minstrel. -No poem has ever given more 
delight to minds of a certain class, and in a certain 
etage of their jirogress, . . that class a liigb one, and 
that stage perhaps the most delightfiil in the course of 
their pilgrimage. It was to this class that the poet him- 
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self belonged ; the scenes which he delineated were 
those in which he had grown up, the feelings and aepi- 
cations those of his own boyhood and youth, and the 
poem derived its peculiar chami from its tnith. 

This was an incidental effect of Percy's volumes. 
Their immediate consequence was to produce a swann 
of " legendary talcs," bearing, in their style, about ax 
much resemblance to the genuine ballad, as the heroes 
of a French tragedy to the historical personages whose 
namea they bear, or a set of stage-dancers to the lads 
and lasses of a village green, in the old times of the 
May-pole. But they were written by persons who 
had been trained in a bad school, and could not un- 
learn the lessons they bad been taught. The more 
tricksey they were, and the more mawkish, the more 
they were eilolled by contemporary critics ; but they 

^ passed away with their generation; and it was seen in 
lie next, how great a benefit Percy and Warton had 
conferred upon the young lovers and votaries of the 
lirt, by directing their attention to the early poets. 

Cowper'a Task appeared in the interval, when young 
minds were prepared to receive it, and at a juncture 
when there was no poet of any great ability, or distin- 
guished name in the field. Gray and Akenside were 
dead. Mason was silent. Glover, brooding over 
his Athenaid, was regarded as belonging to an age 
that was paat. Churchill was forgotten. Emily and 
Bampfylde had been cut off in the blossom of their 
youth. Crobbe, having, by the publication of his 
Library, his Village, and bin Newsjjaper, accomplished 
his heart's immediate desire, sought at that time for 
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I farther publicity; and Hajiey ambled over the 
urse without a competitor. There never was a sea- 
n at which such a poem could have appeared with 
ore advantage ; and perhaps there never was a 
[ poem of which the immediate success, as well as the 
permanent estimation might with ao much certainty 
have been predicted. The subject, or rather the oc- 
^ion, of the poem had been fortuitous ; and the key 
I which it was pitched, as being beat suited to the 
leme, was precisely that which enabled the poet to 
exhibit the whole compass of his powers. It is re- 
markable that the work on which Cowper's fame is 
founded, should commence in a strain bearing no re- 
mote similarity to the earliest of his pieces which has 
been preserved. That piece was in imitation of the 
Splendid Shilling ; the present theme was not, indeed, 
base in itself, but it could only he treated with playAil 
gravity, which would have lost half its effect in any 
other measure than blank verse ; and yet from a clear 
perception of its difficulties", and the facility which he 
had acquired of composing in rhj-me, Cowper would 

" After die Task was fioialed, he sajs to Mr. Newton. " I 
do not mean to write blank verso again. Not bsTing ilie masic 
of rhymes, it requijea »o oIobb an attenlion lo iUh pause and tlie 
cadence, and such a pecuJinr mode of eiprea^ou, aJ? reudet it, 
to me at least, the mom difficult Epcoies of poetiy thai 1 have 
ever meddled wiih."_Nov. 27, 1784, 

Hia meaning muat have lelatvd only to Driginal compositioa, 
for he had then begun his translation. He had said before 10 
Mr. Unwio, (Oct. SO, 1781,) '■! do not intend to write any 
more blank reriie. It is more difficidt than rhjme, and not M 
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'■ nnt have fixed upon that metro for any premeditated 

plan. But having thns pitched it, exctirBiTe as the 

poem be<!ame, it enabled him to rise and fall vcith the 

subject, and passing in easy and graceful transition 

From grave lo gay, from livelj lo severe, 

give to one of the most diversified poems in the lan- 
guage, the tone and character of an harmoniouE whole. 
The Task was at once descriptive, moral, and sati- 
rical- The descriptive parts every where bore evi- 
dence of a thoughtful mind and a gentle spirit, as well 
as of an observant eye ; and the moral sentiment which 
pervaded them, gave a charm in which descriptive poe- 
try is often found wanting. The best didactic poems, 
when compared with the Task, are hke formal gardens 
in comparison with woodland scenery. " One of his 
intimate friends," says Hayley, " had written in the 
first volume of his poems the following passage from 
the younger Pliny, as descriptive of the book ; ' Miilta 
ImuUer, multa tublimiter, multa venust6, multa te- 
neri, multa dulciCer, multa cum bile.' Many pas- 
sages are delicate, many sublime, many beautiful, 
many tender, many sweet, many acrimonious. Cow- 
|ier was [rleased with the application, and candidly said, 
' The latter part is very true indeed ! Yes, yes, there 
are multa cuta bile'".' " He wa^ in a happier state of 
mind, and in more cheerful circumstances, when he 
began the Task : it was therefore less acrimonioui>. 
Its satire is alb^ether free from personality ; it is the 
satire not of a sour and discontented spirit, but of ti. 

" Vol, i.p. Sfil. 
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bencToient though molanclioly mind ; and the melan- 
cboly was not of a. kind ta affect artificial gloom and 
midnight musinga, but rather to seek and find relief 
in sunshine, in the beauties of nature, in hooka and 
leisure, in solitary or social walks, and in the comforts 
oF a quiet fire-side. 

" What there is of a religious cast," says Cowper, 
" I have thrown towards the end of it, for two reasoOB ; 
first, that I might not revolt the reader at his entrance ; 
and secondly, that my best impressions might be made 
last. Were I to write as many poems aa Lope de 
Veg'a, or Voltaire, not one of them would be without 
this tincture. If the world like it not, so much the 
worse for them. I make all the concessions I can, that 
I may please them, but I will not please them at the 
expense of conscience. My descriptions are all from 
nature ; — not one of them second-handed. My deli< 
neations of the heart are from my own experience t — 
not one of them borrowed from books, or in the least 
degree conjectural. In my numbers, which I varied 
as much as 1 could, {for blank verse without variety of 
numbers is no better than bladder and string,) I have 
imitated nobody, though sometimes perhaps there may 
be an apparent resemblance ; because at the same time 
that I would not imitate, I have not affectedly differed. 
— If the work cannot boast a regular plan, (in which 
respect however I do not think it altogelher indefen- 
sible,) it may yet boast that the reflections are natu- 
rally suggested always by the preceding passage; and 
that, except the fifth hook, which is rather of a politi- 
cal ELspect, the whole has one tendency, — to distounte- 
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the modem enthusiasm after a Lundun lifi?, and 
to recommend rural ease and leisure as friendly to the 
cause of piety and virtue"." 

If the world had not liked his poem, the world must 
have been worse than it is. But Cowper himself, per- 
haps, was not aware of what it was that supplied the 
place of plan, and with happier effect than the most 
akilful plan could have produced. ITiere are no poa- 
gages in a poet's works which are more carped at while 
be lives, than those wherein he speaks of himself; and 
if he has any readers afler his death, there are none 
then which are perused with greater interest. In the 
Taak there is nothing which could be carped at on that 
score, even by a supercilious critic, and yet the reader 
feels that the poet is continually present; he becomes 
intimately ao|uaiiited with him, and this it is which 
g^ves to this delightful poem its unity and its peculiar 
tJiliann. 

't To Mr, Uuwia, Oci. in, irSi. 
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In a letter to Lady Hesketh, written soon after the- 
renewal of their correspondence, Cowper says, " Now, 
my dear, I am going to tell you a secret : it is a great 
secret, that you must not whisper even to your cat. 
No creature is at this moment apprized of it, but 
Mrs. Unwin and her son, I am making a new trans- 
lation of Homer, and am on the point of finishing the 
twenty-first book of the Iliad. The reasons upon which 
I undertake this Herculean labour, and by which I 
justify an enterprise in which 1 seem so effectually an- 
ticipated by Pope, (although, in tact, he has not antici- 
pated me at all,) I may possibly give yon, if you wish 
for them, when I can find nolbing more interesting to 
say '." 

It appears from the same letter, that he began this 
translation on the 12lh of November, 1784, which was 
as soon as he had completed his labours for the second 
volume of his Poems, by finishing the piece entitled 
Tirocinium. So much as a week could not have 
elapsed between the completion of one undertaking, 
and the commencement of this most laborious of hia 
works. But be had now learned the art of self-manage- 
ment, and was able steadily to practise it; he knew 
how necessary it was to have some regular employ- 
' Nov. 9. 1785. 
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Uit nhich should occupy his mind, without exciting 
it. 

Some pleasure he took in aurpriginghlB friends with 
his productions, hut he had further motives for reti- 
cence in this case. " Till I had made," he says, " such 
a progress in roy present undertaking aa to put it out 
of all doubt, that, if I lived, I should proceed in and 
finish it, I kept the matter to myself. It would have 
done me Uttle honour to have told my friends that 1 
hud &a arduous enterprise in hand, if afterwards I 
must have told them that I had dropped it'." Few 
men, however, would have been better warranted by 
experience in relying upon their own perseverance. 
" Tully's rule, ' Nulla dies gine lined,' " said he. " will 
moke a volume in less time than one would suppose. 
I adhered to it so rigidly, (in composing the Task,) 
that though more than once I found three lines as 
many as 1 had time to compass, still I wrote ; and find- 
ing occasionally, and as it might happen, a more fluent 
vein, the abundance of one day made me amends for 
the barrenness of another^" He bad worked at it 
s an hour a day, sometimes half a one, and 
D hours'. But his translation was per- 
formed by piece-work ; he set himself forty lines" for 

• To Mr. Hill. Dec. !4, 1785. 

'ToMr.NewiDn, Nov. 97, 1784. ' OoLSO. 1784. 

e tbe lenetb of an Didiaar; mtpoBiiion at Weilmin- 
r, wi(h the addidoiiKl difference of IranslBling into bluik 
« iiuleul of literal prose. Some of my readers will c&ll lo 
u 1 do, the loa)E,uid thetoneof voice, and tbemoremeal 
Bf (lie head witli wliicb Dr. Vincent used to pronDunue Uia ordi- 
j morning sauleaee of ■■ twenty lines of Homer, and not go 
;a biaakful." 
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liis daily task, and sever excused himself from that Isf k 
when it was possible to perform it. " Equally wAu- 
louB," said lie, " I am in the matter of tranacrUring-, so 
thai between both, my tnoruing and evening- are moGt 
part completely engaged^." 

Of all books which are used in schools, the Iliad 
and Odyssey are those which are read with most 
pleasure, and consequently make the deepest impres- 
sion lipon a, hoy's imagination ; and this 'a less because 
the boy does not begin to read them coDsecutively till 
they have become easy to him, and he is of an age to 
enter into their spirit ; than because of their intrinsic 
interest, the perfect beauty of their style, and the 
charm of truth and nature in which they incomparably 
excel all other poems of tlieir kind. " John," says 
Cowper, in a playful message' to one of his friend 
Unwin's sons, " John, once the Little, but now almost 
the Great, and promising to be altogether snch in 
time, make yourself master of the lliud and of the 
Odyssey as soon as you can; and then you will he mas- 
ter of the two finest poems that ever were composed 
by man, and composed in the linest language that 
ever man uttered. All languages of which I know 
any thing, are gibberish compared with Greek." 

It has already been mentioned' that Cowper went 
through both the Homeric Poems at Westminster, 
with a chosen companion, ivho was as capable as him- 
self of enjoying them ; and that he had read them cri- 
tically in the Temple, comparing them with Pope's 
troustalion as he proceeded. His love and admiration 



• To Mr. Unwin, Oct. M, ITBa 
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I the original had increased in proportion to his dis- 
of a. version which so thorot^hly disguises it ; and 
a the vivid remembrance of those feelings, qoick- 
hy the continual pleasure which be found in pe- 
"rusing the Iliad, that iDduced him to undertake the 
arduous task of translating it himself. The distrust 
which he felt at first of his own perseverance, gave 
way when he approached the end of the Iliad. " I 
shall assuredly proreed," said he, " hecause the farther 
I go, the more I find myself justified in the under- 
taking ; and in due time, if I live, 1 shall assuredly 
In the whole 1 shall have composed above 
jrtv thousand verses, about which forty thousand 
I I shall have taken great pains, on no occasion 
Sering a slovenly tine to escape me. I leave you to 
ess, therefore, whether, such a labour once aehieved, 
all not determine to turn it to some account, and 
'o give myself profit if I can. if not at least some credit, 
for my reward'." Accordingly he took measures for 
making his intention known among his friends, and 
preparing the public for it, 

lliis resolution he announced to Lady Heskelh. 
" Although," said he, " I do not suspect that a secret 



lO you, my a 



s any burthen, yet having maturely 



isidered that point since I wrote my last, X feel my- 
If altogether disposed to release you from the iujunc- 
I, to that effect, under which I laid you. I have 
uch a progress in my translation, that 1 
d neither tear 1 shall stop short of the end, nor that 
T rider of Pegaaus should overtake me. There- 
it any time it should fall fairly in your wajj 

' la Mr. llnnui, Oct. 22. l?8o. 
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you should feel yourself invited to say I am so occu- 
pied, you have my poetship'a free penniasion '"." He 
did nut like the booksellers well enough, he said, to 
moke them a present of euch a lahour, and be intended 
to publish by subscription. His cousin had offered bim 
pecuniary assistance for his next publication, whatever 
it might be ; he asked her on this occa^on for her vote 
and interest, if she pleased, but nothing- more. 

In communicatiiig his purpose to Mr. Newton", he 
related in what manner he had imperceptibly, aa it 
were, engaged in so arduous an undertaking. " Em- 
ployment, and with the pen," said he, " is, through 
babit, become essential to my well-being; and to pro- 
duce always original poems, especially of considerable 
length, ia not so easy. For some weeks after I had 
finished the Task, and sent away the last sheet cor- 
rected, I was through necessity idle, and suffered not 
a little in my spirits for being so. One day, being in 
Ruch distress of mind as was hardly supportable, I 
took up the Iliad ; and merely to divert attention, and 
with no more preconception " of what I was then enter- 
ing upon, than I have at this moment of what I shall 
be doing this day twenty years hence, translated the 
twelve first lines of it. The same necessity presgii^ 
me again, I had recourse to the same expedient, and 
translated more. Every day bringing its occasion for 
employment with it, every day consequently added 
something to the work ; till at last I began to reflect 

■' Hsylpy, vol. ii. p. 143. Tbe letter U without a dale 

» D«c.3. 1785. 

shows, triiat indeed might be inferred from other 



I circumstJincos, Ihat Hsylej v 
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— The niad and the Odyssey together consist of 
about forty thousand verses. To translate these forty 
thousand versea will furnish me with occupation for a 
conaiderabie lime. 1 have already made some pro- 

Iess, and I find it a uiost agreeahic amusement. 
iftmer, in point of purity, is a most blameless writer ; 
Id, thnug-h be was not an enUghtened man, has in- 
rspersed many great and valuable truths throughout 
both his poems. In short, he is in all respects a most 
venerable old gentleman, by an acquaintance with 

(bom no man can disgrace himself. The Eterati are 
I agreed to a man, that, although Pope has given ua 
to pretty poems under Homer's titles, there is not to 
i found in them the least portion of Homer's spirit, 
nor the least resemblance of his manner. I will try, 
therefore, whether I cannot copy him somewhat more 
happily myself. I have at least the advantage of 
Pope's faults and failings, which, like so many buoya 
upon a dangerous coast, will serve me to steer by, 
and will make my chance for success more probable. 
^^^beae, and many other considerations, but especially a 
^Hpfed that abhorred a vacuum as its chief bane, im- 
^H^ed me so effectually to the work, that ere long I 
^Hwan to publish proposals for a subscription to it, 
having advanced so far as to be warranted in doing so. 
I have connexions, and no few such, by means of which 
I have the utmost reason to expect that a brisk circu- 
lation may be procured ; and if it should prove a 
profitable enlerprise, the profit will not accrue to a 
man who may be said not to want it. It is a business 
s it will not, indeed, lie much in your way to 
mote ; but, among your numerous connexione, it ia 
la. c. — a. o 
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possible that you may know some who would suffici- 
jatly interest tbemaelves in such a work to be not 
unwilling to suhscribe to it. I do not mean — tkr be it 
from me — to put you upon makina: hazardous applica- 
tions, where you might possibly incur a refusal, that 
would give you though but a moment's pain. You 
know beat your own opportunities and powers in sucb 
aiise. jr you can do but little, I shall CBt«em it 
much ; and if you can do nothing, I am sure that it 
will not be for want of a will." 

Cowper availed himself of the Geutlemon's Magasine 
o produce upon the readers of that always respectable 
journal an impression favonrable for hia design. Ad- 
dressing a letter to the immortal Mr. Urban, he b^ao 
by saying that a lady of fine understanding and taste, 
ind conversant with our best writers, had recently 
perused Pope's Homer, which she had not looked into 
many years before ; and on finishing the perusal, 
she had asked bis opinion of it, expressing at the same 
Ijme no small deg'rce of disappointment, and some 
suspicion that prejudice had operated not a httle in 
favour of the original. " For ray own part," said be, 
" I have ever been among the warmest admirers of 
the Grecian, whose works, in my mind, in point of 
variety and sublimity of conception, and dignity of 
expression, remain to this day unrivalled. I accord- 
ingly felt myself a little piqued at her insinuation ; 
and having, some years since, made an accurate com- 
parison of Pope with Homer, throughout both bis 
poems, I with the more confidence addressed myself 
to the task of his vindication : and not doubting that 
most Euglisb readers must of necessity have conceived 
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him infinitely below hia worth, I beg leave, through 
medium of your Magazine, to give ray sentimeDtB 
n the subject a more extensive circulation than 
■/ can otherwise have. I feel a double pleasure in 
ig it. I consider it not only as an opportunity to 
!rt the honour of my favourite bard, but the good 
m and justice of their suffi^igcs also who have 
crowned him with auch abundant appUmse as my 
female friend finds it difficult to account for," 

Giving then to Pope his praise as a poet, in whose 
original works he found every species of poetical merit, 
he proceeded to account for the faults of his transla- 
tion. " Fame," he said, " had not been hia principal 
jnotive, otherwise, with hifi abiUtica, he would never 
[descended to let others participate in the 
idertaking. His comiexiona were many, his avoca- 
were frequent ; he was obliged to have recourse 
to assistance ; sometimes to write hastily and rather 
carelessly himself; and otWn, no doubt, either through 
delicacy or precipitance, to adroit such lines of his 
coadjutors, as not only dishonoured Homer, but his 
tranalator also." The main cause, however, lay in the 
measure which he hail chosen, " Pope was a most 
llent rhymist; that is to say, he had the happiest 
int at accommodating' his sense to his rhyming 
ms. To discover homotonous words in a Ian- 
abounding with them like ours, is a task that 
would puzKle no man competently aui}uainted with it. 
But fur such aceommodation as I have mentioned, 
when on author is to be translated, there is little room; 
sense is already determined; rhyme, therefore, 
t, in many cases, occasion, even to the most expert 
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1 the art, an almost unavoidable necesaity to depart 
■om the meaning of the original ; for Butler's remark 
( ns true as it is ludicrous, that 



Accordingly, in numberless in an 
in Pope a violation of Horn s 
certmnly had never been gu 1; 
with which he had bound him If 
The letter-writer treated n 



013 observe 
)f which he 

be chains 
n d him." 

barbarous 



effect of shortening proper names , blank verse," be 
observed, " being of loftier construction, would have 
afforded sufficient room for Idomeneus and Meriones, 
with several others, to have stood upright, — instead of 
being shortened by the foot. " But rhyme has another 
unhappy effect upon a poem of such length ; it admits 
not of a sufficient variety in the pause and cadence. 
The ear is fatigued with the sameness of the numbers, 
and satiated with a tune, musical indeed, hut for ever 
repeated. Here then was an error in the outset. It b 
tobelaniented,biit not to be wondered at. For who can 
wonder, since all men are naturally fond of that in which 
they excel, that Pope, who managed the bells of rhyme 
with more dexterity than any man, should have lied 
ihem about Homer's neck? Yet Pope, when ho com- 
posed an epic poem himself, wrote it in blank verae, 
aware, no doubt, of its greater suitableness, both in 
point of dignity and variety, to the grandeur of such a 
work. .And though Atterbury advised him to burn 
iu and it was burned accordingly, I will venture to say 
that it did not incur that doom by the wuitt of rhyme. 
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I Jt ia hardly necessary for me to ttdd, after what I have 

I Kud on this part of the subject, that Homer must have 

I Buffered infinitely in tlie Eng-Ush representatton that 

e have of him. Sometimes his sense ia suppressed, 

aometimes other sense is obtruded upon him ; rhyme 

pyee the word, a miserable transformation ensues ; 

instead of Homer in the graceful habit of his ag« and 

nation, we have Homer in a straight waistcoat. 

" The spirit and the manner of an author are terms 

that may, I think, be used conversely. The spirit 

gives birth to the manner, and the manner ia an indi* 

1 cation of the spirit. Homer's spirit waa manly, bold, 

I Bublime. Superior to the practice of those Uttle arts 

\ ,by which a genius like Oiid's seeks to amuse his 

I ireaders, he contented himself with speaking the thing 

ras, deriving a dignity Irom bis plainness, to 

vhich writers more studious of ornament can never 

|i attain. If you meet with a metaphorical espression 

ner, you meet with a rarity indeed. I do not 

L'Say that he has none, but I assert that he has very 

Scriptural poetry excepted, I believe that there 

5t to be found in the world poetry so simple as his. 

t thus with his translator ? I answer, no ; but 

liMtactly the reverse. Pope is no where more figurative 

is own pieces than in his translation of Homer. I 

o not deny that his flowers are beautiful, at least they 

r are often such ; but they are modem discoveries, and 

of English growth, llie Iliad and the Odyssey, in 

his hands, have no more of the air of antiquity than if 

h« had himself invented them. Their simplicity is 

■ flverwhelmed with a profusion of fine things, which, 

r they may etrikc the eye at drst sight, make 
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no anienda for the greater beauties which they conceal. 
The venerable Grecian is as much the worse for his 
acquisitions of this kind, as a statue by Phidias or 
Praxiteles would be for the painter's brusb. The man 
might give to it the foflhionable colours of the day, the 
colour of the Emperor's eye, or of the hair of the 
Queen of France, but he would till up those fine strokes 
of the artist which he designed should be the admira- 
tion of al! i\iture ages." 

He then adduced instanccB in which Pope had 
injured the original by loajiing it with false onia- 
ments, or weakened it by false delicacy, occasioniiig 
thereby " a ilatnesa in the English Homer, that never 
occurs in the Greek. Homer's heroes," said he, " re- 
spected their gods juat as much as the Papists respect 
their idols. While their own cause prospered, tbey 
were a very good sort of gods ; hut a reverse of fortune 
taking place, they treated them with a. familiarity no- 
thing short of blasphemy. These outrages Pope has 
diluted with such a proportion of good christian meek- 
ness, that all the spirit of the old bard is quenched 
■\y. In like manner the invective of his heroes 
is often soothed and tamed away so effectually, that, 
instead of the smartness and acrimony of the original, 
find nothing but the milkinesa of the best good 
|*iaiiners. In nice discrimination of character Homer 
'% excelled by none ; but his tninslator makes the peiv 
■ons of his poems speak all one language ; they are all 
alike stately, pompous, stiff. In Homer we find accu> 
racy without littleness, ease without negligence, gran- 
deur without ostentation, sublimity without labour. I 
not find them in Pope. He is often turgid, otWn 
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tome, of)«n careless, and — to 

I will not even surmise — upon many i 

given an interprelation of whole passages utterly beside 

their meaning. 

" If my fair countrywomen," he concluded, " will 
give a. stranger credit for so much intelligence, novel 
at least to them, they will know hereafter whom they 
have to thank for the weariness with which many of 
them have toiled through Homer; Ihey may rest assured 
that the learned, the judicious, the polite scholars of 
ftll nations have not been, to a man, mistaken and 
deceived ; but that Homer, whatever figure he may 
Biake in English, is in himself entitled to the highest 
praise that his most sunguine admirers have bestowed 
Upon him." 

The letter was signed Alethea". In the next num- 
ber of the Magazine the editor introduced a citation 
ft'om Say's Essays, wherein Pope's version of the 
pass^;e describing in a simily a moonlight night, was 
eritdcally examined, . . a passage which being one of the 
very worst in the whole translation, as equally false 
to the original and to nature, is that which has been 
Biost praised. " I may. therefore, reasonably con- 
-dude," says Cowper", " that Nichols, who makes the 
luotadon, is on my side also. I do not know that 
Pope's work was ever more roughly handled than by 
myself, upon this occasion ; yet, although iho Maga- 
field in which disputants upon all questions 
contend, no one has hitherto enlisted himself in Pope's 

'* Genlleman'i Msgssine. Aag. 17B5, It is prmled also 
lie SelecCiniis from tliat MagHfine, toI. ii. jip. 'i73— U. 

Mr. Uuwiu, Oci. aa, waii. 
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behalf against me. The truth is, that in those points 
where I touched him, he is indefensible. Readers of 
the original know it ; and all others must he conscious 
that whether he deserves my censure, or deserves it 
not, the matter is not for them to meddle with." 

But though Cowper delivered his opinion thus freely 
in his letters, and under a fictitious si^ature in the 
Magazine, he was prudent enough not to provoke 
hostility in his Proposals. " I did," said he to Hill'*, 
" as you suppose, bestow all possible consideration on 
tie subject of an apology for my Homerican nuder- 
laking. 1 turned the matter about in my mind a 
hundred different ways, and in every way in which it 
would present itself found it an impracticable business. 
It is impossible for me, with what delicacy soever I 
may manage it, to state the objections that lie against 
Pope's translation, without incurring odium and the 
imputation of arrogance ; foreseeing this danger, I 
choose to say nothing." 

Upon imparting his intention to Johnson, and asking 
his advice and information on the subject of proposals 
for a subscription, the bookaeiler in reply '" disapproved 
of the intended mode, and offered to treat with hini, 
adding that he could make offers which he thought 

" Aprils, 17B6. 

" Dr. Jolinsoo would have agreed in opinian with his name- 
■ake. " He," said he, " that aska snbacriplion soon finds thai 
be baa enemieB. All who do uot encourage him, defame him. 
He ihat wants money will rather be ihouglit angry diBn pool : 
and be that wiahea to save iiis monej conceals liis avarice by 
hii malioe," — Lift of' Pcjw. 

This 19 looking at the duk side, — and in a matter wherein 
I enmitj can do little, and good will may effect much. 



[irould be approved, Cowper, however, persisted in 
a intention. *' A snbacription," said he, " is surelj 
a every account the most eligible mode of pubUcation. 

pWhen I shall have emptied the purses of my ftienda, 
and of their frienda, into my own, I am still free to 
levy contributions upon the world at lai^, and 1 shall 
then have a fimd to defray the expenses of a new 
edition "." He bad already received great encoun^- 
ment at his outset. " At Westminster," said he to 
Lady Hesketh ", " I was much intimate with Walter 
Bagot, a brother of Lord Bagot. In the course as I 
wippose of more than twenty years after we left school, 
I saw him but twice ; once when I called on him at 
Oxford, and once when be called on me in the Temple. 
He has a brother who Uves about four miles from 
hence, a man of large estate, tt happened that soon 
after the publication of my first volume, he came into 
this country on a visit to his brother. Having read 
my book, and liking it, he touk that opportunity to 
renew his acquaintance with me. I felt much atfeetion 
for him ; and the more, because it was plain, that after 
BD long a time he still retained his for me. He is now 
at his brother's ; twice he visited me in the course of 
last week, and this morning he brought Mrs. Bagot 
with him. He is a good and amiable man, and she a 
most agreeable woman. At this second visit I made 
him acquainted with my translation of Homer ; he was 
highly pleased to find me so occupied, and with all 
that glow of friendship that would maVe it criminal in 
me to doubt his sincerity for a. moment, insisted upon 

f being employed in promoting the subscription, and 
' To Lsdy Ileaketh, Jan. 10, 1706. " Nov. 30, 1785. 
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engaged himself and all his connexions, which are 
extensive, and many of them of high rank, in my 
service. His chariot put up at an inn iii the town 
while he was here, and I mther wondered that al his 
departure he chose to walk to his chariot, and not to 
be taken up at the door. But when he had been gone 
about a quarter of an hour, his servant ciitue with b 
letter, which his master had written at the inn, and 
which, he said, required no answer. I opened it, and 
fotmd as follows : 

Mt aooD F1UEND, Olpey, Not. SO, 1785. 

You will oblige me by accepting this early sub- 
scription to your Homer, even before you have fixed 
your plan and price : which, when you have done, if 
you will send me a parcel of your subscription papers, 
I will endeavour to circulate them among my friends 
and acquaintance as far as I can. Health and hafipi- 
is attend you. Yours ever, 

WALTKR BAGOT. 
It contained a draft for 20/. 

" I meet," said he, in another letter", " with en- 
, courageiDent from all quarters ; such as I find need of, 
indeed, in an enterprise of such length and moment, 
but such as at the some time 1 find effectual. Homer 
i not a poet to be translated under the disadvantage 
f doubts and dejection." The hookselter having 
offered his opinion, did not persist in it when he saw 
that Cowper had made up his mind, with reasonable 
expectation of success. Cowper was in good spirits at 

" To Mr. tuwiii, Dbd. «4, 17B1. 
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the prospect, " Johnson," said he, " behayes very 
well, at least according to my conception of the matter, 
and seems sensible that 1 have dealt liberally with 
He wishes me to be a gainer by my labours, — 
e own words, ' to put something handsome into 
I my pocket,' and reoommends two lai^e quartos for the 
whole. ' He would not,' he says, ' by any means 
e an estrava^nt price,' and has lixed it at three 
guineas ; the half, as usual, to be paid at the time of 
subscribing, the remainder on delivery. ' Five hun- 
dred names,' he adds, ' at this price, will put about a 
thousand pounds into my purse.' 1 am doing ray best 
to obtain ihem. I have written, J think, to all my 
quondam friends, except thoee that are dead, requiring 
their assistance, I have gulped and swallowed, and 
I have written to the Chancellor, and 1 have written 
to Colman. I now bring them both to a fair test. 
They can both serve me most materially, if so dis- 
His angry feelings towards Thurlow and 
I Colman passed away when he had given them vent in 
; and in the case of the latter, it appears by his 
I letter" to him that he had received auffic 
I of friendly recollections. 



For though we have no 
more than twenty years, I c 



had any 
nnot find 






» To Mr. Unwin, Dec. 31, 1TB5. 

'I Fat tliis lettei I ma abli|;eil to Mr. Russell, who edited 
Uia wotka at cbe Kngliuli ReronDer« Tjndsle and Fritlu Tlie 
disoonlinuimre of a dsaign wbich waBtDLnie cotnjiriaed tbe 
writings of all tlie most emineiiC EtiglisL aodScotlisli sel'onaen. 
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address you by any other style, — and 1 am the rather 
encouraged to the use of that in which 1 formerly 
addressed jou, by a piece of intelligence that I received 
not long since from my iriend Hilt, who told me that 
you had inquired after me of him, and had said some- 
thing about an intention to write to me. 1 took pretty 
good care that you should not be ignorant of my 
haying commenced author, by sending you my volume. 
The reason why I did not aend you my second, was 
because you omitted t« aend me your Art of Poetry, 
which, in a splenetic mood I suppose, I oonstrued into 
a prohibition. But Hill's subsequent information has 
cured me of that malady, as far as you were con- 
cerned. 

Once an author, and always an author : thb you 
know, my friend, is an asiom, and admits of no dispute. 
In my instance, at least, it is likely to hold good, for 
I have more leisure than it is possible to dispose of 
without writing. Accordingly I write every day, and 
have every day been writing, since I last published, 
till at last I have made such a progress in a new 
translation of Homer into blank verse, that I am upon 
the point of piibUshing again. Hitherto I have given 
away my copies : but having indulged myself in that 
firolic tmic I n w an to try whether it may Dot 
prove equally agr abl t get something by the bar- 
gain. I m th f re humbly to soUcit your vote 

is mucli to be gr IT t^bs cnuaed by the Keligiiaiu 
TrRct Socie ) id mg abridged seriea of their wridn^, 

and (hereby mp 11 g h p bJisher to deaist from an under. 

og which would have rendeted grsac service to pbitologiaia 
Ustoriana, aa well u to ecclesiaatieai sindpots, To either 

liew clataea abridgemeuta are worth oolhiug. 
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I and interest, and to beg that you will help me in the 
circulation of my Proposals, for I shall publish by 
subscription. On such occasions, you know, a man 
sets every wheel in motion ; and it would be strangre 
indeed, if, not having- a great many wheels to move, I 
■houid leave unattempted so important a one as yoiir- 
« soon as I have your permiasion, I shall order 
b-my bookseller to send you some papers. 

The news informed me of your illness, which gave 
ne true concern, for time alone cannot efface the 
Btraces of such a friendship as I have felt for you, — no, 
1 time with distance to help it. The news 
■ «bo fold me that you were better; but to find that 
lyou are perfectly recovered, and to see it under your 
hand, will give the greatest pleasure to one who 
linn honestly subscribe himself to this day. 

Your very affectionate, 
■ Dae. J7, ]785, Olnej, Bucks. W". COWPER. 



Johnson, niy pub- 



I enclose this with a letter U 
' Kaher, to whom I am obliged t 
youi address. 



In reply to this he received, in his own words, " the 
most aflcctionaifi letter imaginable. Colman," he says, 
" writes to me like a brother^." 

Perhaps no work of equal magnitude waa ever com- 
menced with so httle preparation ; — except the course 
of his former stuiUes, indeed, there had been none. 
It does not appear that he ever saw any other transla- 
tion than Pope's ; and so entirely unprovided was he 

" To Lad; TUsLetb, Jan. SI, 1706, 



But he " equipped 
journey" when he 
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with books, that he translated 
no other help than a Clavia' 
himself better for t 

revised the work; a task which was performed with 
so much diligence, that the first copy bore very Uttle 
resemhlance to the second all the way through. " You 
must not," said he, " imagine that I had been careless 
and hasty in the first instance. In truth, I had not; 
but in rendering so excellent a poet as Homer into our 
language, there are so many points to be attended to, 
both in respect of language and numbers, that a first 
attempt must be fortunate indeed, if it does not call 
loud for a second." 

Transcribing was, of all occupations, that which 
Cowper disliked the most ; he called it " slavish work." 

" It inu91 be rememtered. that there was probably no other 
bonk with which Cowper rm er> ihacoughly fBmiliar. JohnaoB, 
after ssying " it is uot very hliely that Pope oretflowed with 
Greek," justly observes, that " minute inqoiries inlo the force 
of woids are lesa necessary in iranslaling HDiaer iLaa other 
poets, bt^causehia positioDB hto geueral.nud Uis tepresentalions 
natural, willi very little dependence on local or temponirj 
onatoms, — on tliose changeable scenes of BrtJIicial life, which by 
mingling Dri4;inal with accidental notions, and crowding the 
mind with imagei which time eSaeea, pioduee ambiguity in 
fiction, and obscurity ia boakH. To this open display of un- 
adulterated nature it must be ascribed, thut Honker has fewer 
passages of doubtful meaning than any other poe( either in the 
learned or lu modern languages. I have read of a man who, 
being, by his ignorance of Gieek, compelled lo gratify his can> 
OH^ with the Latin printed on the opposite page, doclared 
that, from the rude simplicity of the lines literally rendered, ha 
formed nobler ideaa of the Homeric majesly, than from the 
laboured elegnnoe of polished versions,"— Life of Pope. 
To Mr. Hill, April 5, 1786, 
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He had no such dislike to the buaineas of revising and 
correcting- his veraea ; of this, indeed, he was never 
weary in hiH transtotion, except when he was called 
upon to alter any thing upon the suggestion of another 
person ; then, indeed, it became the most irksome of 
all employments. A gentleman, whom Mr. Unwin 
wished to become a subacriber, desired to see a speci- 
men of the version. " I thank you," said Cowper to 
bis friend'^, " for all that you have said and done in 
my cauae, and beforehand for all that you ahall say 
and dd hereafter. I am sure that there will be no 
deficiency on jour part. In particular, I thank you 
for taking such jealoua care of my honour and respect- 
ability when the Mann you mentioned applied for 
samples of my translation. When 1 deal in wine, 
doth, or cheeae, I will give samples ; but of verse, 
never. No consideration would have induced me to 
comply with the gentleman's demand, unless he could 
have assured me that his wife had longed." This, 
however, was more livelily than considerately said, 
and it was not long before he thought it prudent to 
depart from such a resolution. 

Lady Hesketh had been the means of renewing the 
communication between Cowper and their kinsman the 
General. For this purpose she made use of her 
cousin's works. " You did perfectly well, my dear," 
aaid Cowper, " to make Task take the lead of hia 
elder brother, when their attendance on the General 
was in question. 'ITie first volume is a Confession of 
my Faith, concerning which he will probably not feel 
himself greatly interested; but the socoud, giving 
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some account of ray manner of life, together with other 
diverting matters, may possibly please him. I shall 
be gla4 if it should, for 1 know him to he a man of 
excellent taste ; but at the same time do not expect 
him to say much." By her advice Cowpcr wrote to 
the General, being aBsured" by her that through all 
their years of estrangement he had never withdrawn 
his pecuniary assistance. The letter, though " of pretty 
haadsome length," merely contained an explanadon of 
his motives for undertaking the translatjou, and an 
application for his interest in procuring subscribers. The 
General wished to have a specimen sent him. Cowper, 
remembering how scomfullj he had rejected a former 
application of the same purport, decUned at first; bat 
presently repented, and blamed himself the more whea 
Lady Hesketh sent him a copy of the General's note 
to her, of which he and his publication were the chief 
subject, and in which his kindness was strongly es- 
pressed. 

The fault was soon repaired, and he apologised for 
it thus to his " dearest cousin"," " to tell you the truth, 
I began to be ashamed of myself that I had opposed 
him in the only two measures he recommended, and 
then assured him that I should be glad of his advice at 
all times. Having put myself under a course of strict 
self-examination upon this subject, I found at lost that 
all the reluctance I had felt against a compliance with 
his wishes proceeded from a principle of shamefaced- 
ness at bottom, that had insensibly influenced mv 
reaaonings, and determined me against the counsel of 
a man whom 1 knew to be wiser than myself. Won- 



I derful ns it may seem, my cousin, yet is it equally 
true, that although I certainly did translate the Iliad 
with a design to publish it when I had done ; and 
although I have twice issued from the press already, 
yet do I tremble at the thought, and so tremble at it, 
that I could not hear to send out a specimen, because, 
by doing so, I should appear in public a good deal 
sooner than I had purposed. Thus have I developed 
my whole heart to you, and if you should think it at 
all expedient, have not the least objection to your 
communicating' to the General this interpretation of 
the matter.^^I am vexed, and have been thege three 
days, that I thwarted him ; but. as I told you, I have 
Will my gloomy hours, which had their share, ti^ther 
with the more powerful cause assigned above, in deter- 
mining my behaviour. But I have given the best 
proof possible of my repentance," 
■ The portion which he selected was part of the inter- 
Btiew between Priam and Aehilles, in the last book. 
mt' I chose," said he, " to extract from the latter end of 
' the poem, and as near to the close of it as possible, 
that I might encourage a hope in the readers of it, 
that if they found it in some degree worthy of their 
approbation, they would find the former part of the 
work not less so : for if a writer flags any where, it 
must be when be is near the end''," Thus it is that 
authors are sonietimes apt to refine upon the effect 
which their compositions may produce upon the readers, 
not considering how little consideration they them- 
L selves bestow upon things in which they have no pari 
r interest, 

" To Mr. Bagol, Jan. l,=r, ITBfi. 
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'■ 'Ite General and I," said he to Lady Hcsketh. 
" having broken the ice, are upon the mc»t comfort- 
I able terms of correspondence. He writes very affec> 
tionately to mc, and I say every thing to him that 
comes uppermost. I eould not nrite frequently to any 
creature living, upon any other terms than these. He 
tells me of infirmities that he has, which make him 
less active than he was ; I am sorry to hear that he 
has any such. Alas I alas I he was young' when I saw 
him, only twenty years ago" I" Cowper had reached 
that time of life, in which upon looking' back twen^ 
I years seem but as yesterday. 

. He was not inclined to submit his manuscript to any 

r Dne for criticism, having felt the inconvenience in the 

case of his tirst volume. When Lady Hesketh advised 

, luch a measure, he replied, " My cousin, give youreelf 

no trouble to lind out any of the Magi to scrutinize my 

Homer. I can do without them ; and if I were not coa< 

■cious that 1 have no need of their help, 1 would be the 

first to call for it." Johnson, however, when the speci- 

I men, which had been sent to the General, came to his 

r bands on its return, sent with it some notes thereon by a 

\ eritic, whose name he did not mention, but to whom, as 

I a man of unquestionable learning and abiUty, he, and 

I the General also, wished Cowper to submit his manu- 

I tcript. Pleased with the knowledge and sagacity which 

L 'fbe remarks displayed, and not displeased with SitAt 

1 temper, though it promised that severity of animad- 

I version would not be spared when occasion should be 

[ found for it, he consented to let the manuscript be snb- 

I mitud to this unknown critic. And being in a com- 

I ^ ,Taii.:il, J78(i. 
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plying mood, be assentiHl also to Lady Heskctb's desire, 
that Maty should Bee ODe ot' the books; Ma^ had asked 
her leave fo mention it in the next number uf his Re- 
view, in which he was about to eipresB his approba- 
tion of the Task. " This," said Cowper, "pleases me 
the more, because I hare authentic intelligence of his 
being a critical character in all its forms, acute, aour, 
and blunt; and eo incorruptible withal, and so unsus- 
ceptible of bias from undue motives, that as my cor- 
respondent informs me, he would not praise his own 
mother, did he not think she deserved it*"." 

"But let Maty," said he, "be the only critic that 
\as any thing to do with it. The vexation, the per- 
pleuty that attends a multiplicity of criticisms by vari- 
ous hands, many of which are sure to be futile, many 
of them ill-founded, and some of them contradictory to 
others, is inconceivable, — except by the author, whose 
Sl-fatcd work happens to be the subject of them. This 
klso appears to me self-evident, that if a work have 
passed under the review of one maa of taste and learn- 
ing, and have had the good fortune to please hiio, his 
Kpprobation ^ves security for that of all others qualified 
like himself. I speak thus, my dear, after having just 
escaped from such a storm of trouble, occasioned by 

,.«ndless remarks, hints, suggestions, and objections, as 
drove me almost to despair, and to the very ■verge, of 
ft resolution to drop my undertaking for ever. With 
tniinite difficulty 1 at last sifted the cbaif from the 
wheat, availed myself of what appeared to nie to be 

.just, and rejected the rest, but not till the labour and 
•nxiety had nearly undone all that Kerr had been 

" To Jlr. Btgal, Jan. 23. nB6. 
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I doing for me. My beloved cousin, trust me for it, as 
I you safely may, that temper, vanity, and self-import- 
I ance. had nothing to do in all this distress that I auf- 
I fered. It was merely the effect of an alann that I 
I could not help taking, when J compared the great 
I trouble I had with a few lines only thus handled, with 
I that which I foresaw such handling of the whole inuat 
' necessarily give me. I felt beforehand, that my con- 
stitution would not bear it." 

Johnson's friend proved to be Fuseli ; and Cowper, 
though at first sadly teased by him. soon, when they im- 
derslood each other, saw reason to think that he mi^it 
have gone the world through before he could have 
found his equal in an accurate and familiar acquaJnt- 
nnce with the original. Fuseli, though the most causljc 
of men, was greatly pleased with the translation, and 
it is said to have derived considerable advantage trom 
his remarks. But Maty, not a little to the vexatios 
and surprise of Lady Hesketh, declared againat iti 
and Cowper wan hurt by his animadversions : they kj^ 
peared to him unjust in part, and in part ill-natured, 
" and yet," says he, " the man himself being on oracle 
in every body's account, I apprehended (hat he h^d 
done me much mischief. Why he saya that the trans- 
lation ia far from esact, is best known to himself, for I 
know it to be as exact as is compatible with poetrr: 
and prose translations of Homer are not wanted*'," 
Colnian alao made some remarks upon the spedmoi, 
" prompted," said he, ■' by my zeal for your success, not. 
Heaven knows, by arrogance or impertiuence 
tlie whole I admire it exceedingly, thinking it b 
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the spirit and conveys the manner of (he original ; 
though having here neither Homer nor Pope's Homer, 
I CAnnot speak precisely of particular lines or expres- 
siona, or compare your blank verse with his rhyme, 
I except by declaring, that I think hlank verse infinitely 
I more congenial to the magnificent simplicity of Homer's 
hexameters, than the confined couplets and the jingte 
of rhyme." 

Colmaii had shown himself in his Terence so ex- 
cellent a translator, that there was no man, whose 
opinion upon such a specimen could be worth more. 
It came in good time to encourage Cowper, who had 
been harassed by minute criticisms, and had " altered 
and altered in deference to them, till at last he did not 
care how he altered." " When you come, my dear," 
said he to his cousin, " we will hang all these critics 
together, for they have worried me without remorse or 
Ctmscience, — at least one of them baa. I bad actually 
murdered more than a few of the best lines in the spe- 
cimen, in compliance with his requisitions ; but plucked 
up my courage at last, and in the very last opportu- 
nity that I bad, recovered them to life again by re- 
Btoring the original reading. At the same time, 1 
readily confess that the specimen is the better for all 
, this discipline its author has undergone ; but then it 
I has been more indebted for its improvement to that 
pointed accuracy of examination to which 1 was mj- 
«lf excited, than to anj- proposed amendments from 
Mr. Critic; for as sure as you are my cousin, whom I 
long to see at Olney, so surely would he have done me 
irreparable mischief, if I would have given him leave ""." 
" Feb. 19, 17aC. 
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Cowper was sufficiently aware of his own state, to 
know that the eort of excitement which he thus under- 
went in his way to the press, tnust appear dangerous Co 
)mreliLtion»,andthatthere was one of his letters to the 
General that would distress and alarm him. " I sent 
him (mother," he says, " thfl,t will, I hope, quiet him 
sgain. .Tohnson has apologized very avilly for th« 
multitude of Ids friend's strictures, and his friend has 
promised to con6ne himself in future to a comparison 
of me with the original, bo that I douht not we shall 
jog OH merrily together." Fuseli no doubt was made 
acquainted with Cowper's case, and tempered his atric- 
turea accordingly. It was fortimate that Mr. Newton'% 

^ When ihe work was on ibe poinl: of pablieadoa, he wrote 
thna to Hauntih More : — " My d«ui friend's Homer is eomiag 
abroad. 1 liave rec«Ted my copy, but the Tiuilicalimi unoE yci. 
I liara cureonly survejied the Grat YOlume ; it aeems [ullj equal 
to what I eipecled, for my expectationB were not high. I do 
not think it n-ill add to t)ia leputation of the antharof the T»k, 
a» a poet i but I hope llie perfonnance will not be nnworthy of 
him, thougb Ihe ni6/«-l is greatly beneslb (lie Kttention of the 
writer, who baa a mind capable of oiiginal. great, and useful 
things; but be could not at tlie lime Sx liis thonghta upon any 
thing better; and Ibej who know bis iCaie will rather pity than 
blame him. 1 hope we shall have do more iranslationa." — 
RDftm.' Liji n/ H. Mm;, vol. ii. p. J64. 

Mr8. More agreed in opinion with him. She aayi, " Yoa 
know my admitalion of thia truly great geaius, but 1 am realty 
grieved that he sliDuld lower his airaa so far as to stoop to 
become a mere editor and translator. It it LHysses tbooting 
!nm a bnljy's bow. Why does he quit the beigbts of Sotyma 
for the dreams of PindusT ■ Wbat's Hecuba to him, or he to 
}lecnba!' In his own originnl way he has few oompetitoti^ 
in his new walk he iins mnuy superiors; be can do ibe best 
IhingB better ibat) any man, but otliers can du middling things 
tliSD he."— I6id. tuI, ii. p. 91i9. 
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f who neither thought favourably of tie undertaking, 

T of the execution, had prudence enoug:b to see that 

some such employment was necessary for his poor 

' friend, and therefore did not discourage him. And it 
is observable, that though Cowper was not aware of 
Mr. Newton's opinion on the subject, he wrote to him 
in a strain that seems intended to propitiate him. " I 
thank you heartily, both for your wishes and prayers, 
that should a disappointment occur, I may not be too 
much hurt by it. Strang as it may seem to say it, 
and unwiliinp; as I should be to say it to any person 
less candid than yoursplf, I will nevertheless say, that 
I have not entered on this work, unconnected as it 
must needs appear with the interests of the cause of 
God, without the direction of his providence, nor alto- 

l-gether unassisted by him in the performance of it. 

r Time will show to what it ulthnately tends. I am in- 
clined to believe that it has a tendency to which I my- 
self am, at present, perfectly a stranger. Be that as 
it may, He knows my trame, and will consider that I 
tm but dust ; dust, into the bargain, that has been so 
trampled under foot and beaten, that a storm less vio- 
lent than an unsuccessful issue of such a business might 
)n, would be sufficient to blow me quite away. 

L But I win tell you honestly, I have no fears upon Ihe 

Eflubjcct. My predecessor has given me every advan- 

" As I know not to what end this my present occu- 
I pation may finally lead, so neither did I know, when I 
It all suspect, one valuable end, at least, 
e answered by the Task. It has pleased 
T it ; and being composed in blank verse, 
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it is likely to prove as seasonable an inlroductioa t« a 
blank verse Homer, by the same hand, as any that 
could have been devised: yet when I wrote the last 
line of the Task, I bm little suspected that I should ever 
engage in a. version of the old Asiatic tale, as you do 



ever, upon which 
e dehcacy. Cow- 
it from the Ge- 
a up bright and 
" these twenty 



There was another subject, hov 
Mr. Newton did not observe the aan 
per had told him that he expected a 
neral as soon as the season should ti 
warm. " 1 have not seen him," said 
years and upwards, but our intercourse having been 
lately revived, is Ukely to become closer, warmer, and 
more intimate than ever. Lady Hesketh also comes 
down in June, and if she can be accommodated witlt 
any thing in the shape of a dwelling at Olney, talks of 
making it always, in part, her summer habitation. It 
has pleased God that I should, like Joseph, be put into 
a well ; and because there are no Midianites in the 
way to deliver mc, therefore my friends are coming 
down into the well to see me''." The teuour of 
Mr. Newton's remarks upon this intelligence may be 
understood from Cowper's letter in reply. 



Withm this hour arrived three Bets of your new 
publication^, for which we sincerely thank you. We 
have breakfasted since they came, and consequently, 
as you may suppose, have neither of us had yet an 
opportunity to make ouraelves acqmunted with tho 

" Fell, la. 17l!6. " Apri] 1, 1706. "^ .Mesnah. 
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contents. I shall be happy (and when I say that, I 
mean to be underBtood in the fullest and most emplia- 
lical sense of the word) if my frame of mind shall be 
Buch as may permit me to study them. But Adam's 
3,ppri)a<^h to the Tree of Life, atter he bad sinned, was 
not more effectually prohibited by the flaming sword 
t^at turned every way, tliaii mine to its great Ante- 
type has been now almost these thirteen years, a. short 
intei-val of three or four days, which passed about this 
lime twelvemonth, alone excepted. For what reason 
it is that I am thus long excluded, if J am ever ttg;ain 
to be admitted, ia known to God only. I can say but 
this : that if he is still my Father, his paternal seve- 
rity has, toward me, been such as that I have reason 
to' account it unexampled. For though others have 
Buffered desertjon, yet few, I believe, for so long a time, 
and perhaps none a desertion accompanied with sm^h 
experiences. But they have this belonging to them ; 
that as they are not fit for recitaJ, being made up 
merely of infernal ingredients, so neither are they sus- 
ceptible of it ; for I know no language in which they 
coijd be eipressed. They are as truly things which 
it is not possible for man to utter, as those were which 
Paul heard and saw in the Third Heaven. If the lad- 
der of ChrisUan experience reaches, as I suppose it 
docs, to the very presence of God, it has nevertheless 
its foot in the abyss. And if Paul stood, as no doubt 
be did, in that experience of his to whicb I have just 
alluded, on the topmost round of it. 1 have been stand- 
ing, and still stand ou the lowest, in this thirteenth 
year that has passed since I descended. In such a 
id, encompassed by the midnight of 
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absolute despair, and a thousand limes filled with 
unspeakable horror, 1 first commenced an author. 
Distress drove me to it ; and the impossibility of sub- 
sisting- without some employment, still recomraends iL 
I am not, indeed, so perfectly hopeless as 1 was ; but I 
am equally in need of an occupation, being ofl«n as 
much, and sometimes even more, worried than ever. 
I cannot amuse myself, as I once could, with carpen- 
teis' or with jrardeners' tools, or with squirrels and 
guinea-pigs. At that time I was a child. But since 
it has pleased God, whatever else he withholds, to re- 
store to me a man's mind, 1 have put away childish 
things. Thus far, therefore, it is plain that 1 have not 
chosen or prescribed to myself my own way, hut have 
been providentially led to it ; perh^ I might say, vith 
equal propriety, compelled and scoured into it: for 
certainly, could I have made my choice, or were I per. 
mitted to make it even now, those hours which I spend 
in poetry I would spend with God. But it is evidently 
his will that I should spend them as I do, because every 
other way of employing them he himseli' continues to 
make impossible. If, in the course of such an oceu< 
pation, or by inevitable consequence of it, alher my 
former e^innexions are revived, or new ones occur, 
these things are as much a part of the dispensation as 
the leading points of it themselves ; the effect, as much 
as the cause. If his purposes in thus directing me are 
gracious, he will take care to prove them such in the 
issue ; and, in the mean time, will preserve roe (for he 
is as able to do that in one condition of life as in 
another) from all mistakes in conduct that might prove 
myself, or give reasonable offence to 
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say it aa truly as it was ever epoken, — 
[ere I atn : iet him do with me na seemeth him );ood. 
At present, however, I have no connexions, at which 
ither you, I trust, or any who love me and wish me 
well, have occasion to conceive alarm. Much kind- 
ness ind(?ed I have experienced at the hands of several, 
of them near relations, others not related to me 
at all ; but 1 do not know that there is among them a 
;le person from whom I am likely to catch conta- 
Ittunation. 1 can say of them all, with more truth than 
Jacob uttered when he called kid venison, " The Lord 
thy God brought them unto me." I could show yoii 
among them two men, whose lives, though thoy have 
but little of what we call evangelical light, are orna- 
ments to a Christilh country ; men who fear God more 
than some who even profess to love him. But I will 
not particularize further on such a subject. Be they 
what they may, our situations are so distant, and we 
are likely to meet so seldom, that were they, as they are 
not, persons even of exceptionable manners, their man- 
ners would have little to do with me. We correspond, 
at present, only on the subject of what passed at Troy 
three thousand years ago ; and they ore matters that, 
they can do no good, will at least hurt nobody. 
Your friendship for me, and the proof that 1 sec of 
your friendly concern for my welfare on this occa- 
, demanded that I should be explicit. Assure 
rself that I love and honour you, as Qpou all ac- 
especially for the interest that you take, 
ver taken in my welfare, most sincerely. J 
ih you all happiness in your new abode, all possible 



success m your miniatry. and much fniH of yoi 
published labnure ; and am, with Mrs. Unwin's lovett 
yourself and Mrs. Newton, 

Moat affectionately yours, 

My dear friend, 



From the renewal of their intercourse, Lady riM^ 
keth had manifested the most sincere and nffertionate 
solicitude for her poor kinsman's welfare. Her offers 
of pecuniary asBistance bad heen accepted as trankly 
as they were mode, — this being one of those cases in 
which it IB equally blessed to give and to receive. She 
had enquired minutely into the state of his health, and. 
finding that he suffered much from indigestion, insisted 
upon his sending for a physician from Xorthampton. 
She sent him wine, and ordered him a supply of oysters 
through the season. Mrs. Unwin, so far from feelii^ 
that jealousy with which she has been reproached, was 
prepared to esteem her as more than a Wend. " TeH 
Xiady Hesketh that I truly love and honour her," was 
the message which she charged C'owper to deliver: 
"Now, my cousin," said he, "you may depend upon it 
as a most certdn truth, that these words from her lips 
are not an empty sound ; I never in ray life heard her 
profess a regard for any one that she felt not. She ia 
not addicted to the use of such langnage upon ordinary 
occasions : but when she speaks it, speaks from the 
heart. She has baited me this many a dav, even as a 
bear is baited, to send for Dr. Kerr. But, as I hinted 
to you upon a former occasion, I am as muleish as 
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Bost men ore, and have hitherto most gnliaiitly rF~ 
fiised. But what is to be done aow ? If it were unci- 
TJl not to comply with the sohdtatione of one lady, to 
be uniuoved by the Eolicitations of two, would prove me 
to be a bear indeedi I will therefore summon him to 
the coDsideralioD of said stomach and its ailments, 
inthout delay, and you shall know the result"." 
The physician's opinion was faTourable ; he saw no 
asoQ to doubt a. speedy recovery : — indeed his medi- 
les seem to have produced their desired effect, and 
()owper reported, in playful sport, his progress toward 
^covery. Of mental malady there was at that time 
pa manifestation. Lady Hesketh feared to touch upon 
that string ; but he, who understood her feelings, en- 
tered upon it himself. " Vou do not ask me, my dear," 
said he, " for an explanation of what I could mean by 
imgKiiih of mind. — Because you do not ask, and he- 
Cause your reason for not asking consists of a delicacy 
^d tenderness peculiar to yourself ; for that very cauH.' 
f will tell you. A wish suppressed is more irrcsisti- 
ble than many wishes plainly uttered. Know then, 
that in the year 1773, the same scene that was acted 
at at. Albon's, opened upon me again at Ulney, only 
covered with a still deeper shade of melaiichuly ; and 
Orddned to be of much longer duration. I was sud- 
denly reduced fnira my wonted rate of understanding, 
to an almost childish imbecility. I did not, indeed, 
lose my senses, but I lost the power to exen^isu them. 
1 could return a rational answer, even to a difficult 
question ; but a question was necessary, or I never 
This state of mind was occomiinnied, iii 
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< be in most instances of ihe kind, with 
RUMpprebeasione of tilings and persons, that made 
me a very imtractable patient. I beUeved that every 
bod; hated me, and that Mrs. Unwin haled me most 
of all, — was convinced that all iny food was poisoned, 
together with ten thousand meagrims of the same 
stamj). I would not be more drcumstantial than is 
necessary. Dr. Cotton was consulted. He replied, that 
he could do no more for me than might be done at 
Olnev, but recommended particular vigilance, lest I 
should attempt my life, — a caution for which there 
was the greatest occasion. At the same time that I 
was convinced of Mrs. Unwin's aversion to me, I could 
endure no other companion. The whole management 
of me consequently devolved upon her, and a terrible 
task she had. She performed it, however, with a cheer- 
fulness hardly ever equalled on such an occasion ; and 
I have often heard her say, that if ever she praised 
God in her life, it was when she found that she was to 
have all the labour. She performed it accordingly, 
but, as I hinted once before, very much to the hurt of 
her own constitution. It will be thirteen years, in little 
more than a week, since this malady seized me. Me- 
thinks I hear you ask, — your afleoUon fto- me will, I 
know, make you wish to do so, — ' Is it removed?" 1 
reply, in great measure, but not quite. Uccasionally 
1 am much distressed, hut that distress becomes conti- 
nually less Irequent, aud. I think, less violent. 1 find 
writing, and especially poetry, my hest rcme^ly. Per- 
haps had I understood music, 1 had never written 
verse, but had hved upon fiddle-strings instead. It i* 
better however as it is. A poet may, if he pleases, be 
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a little use in the world, while a musician, tlie most 
f Ailfiil, ens only divert himself, and a fen others. I 
lave been emerging gradually from this pit. As soon 
a I became capable of action, I commenced carpenter. 
Clipboards, boxes, and stools. I grew weary of 
a about a twelvemonth, and addressed myself to 
i making of bird-cages. To this employment suc- 
ceeded that of gardening, which I intermingled with 
that of drawing ; but finding that the latter occupation 
injured my eyes, I renounced it, and commenced poet. 
I have given you, my dear, a little history in short- 
hand. [ know it will touch your feelings, but do not 
kt it interest them too much. In the 7/enr when J 
iDTote At Task, (for it occupied me about a year,) / 
was very often most mipremelif unhappy ; and aro, 
under God, indebted in a good part to that work for 
not having been much worse^." 

TTie different state of mind in which Cowper de- 
Bdibed his malady at Olney, from that in which he 
drew up the dreadful narrative of his madness in the 
Temple andof bis recovery at St. Alban's, might mduce, 
if not a belief of his perfect restoration, a reasonable 
hope of it. In the former instance, be fully believed 

»ltiat the happy change which had taken place ia him 
Tiaa supernatural ; and of this, both Mr. Newton and 
!Mrs. Unwin were so thoroughly persuaded, that many 
months elapsed after the second attack, violent as the 
across was, before they could bring themselves to ask 
Dr. Cotton's advice. They thought that the disease 
was the work of the Enemy, and that nothing less than 
L Omnipotence could free him from it. Means they 
" .Inn. Id. wad. 
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allowed wore in general not only lawful but enpedient; 
I but hh was a peculiar and exempt case, in which ther 
I irere convinced that the Lord Jchos'ah would be alone 
exalted when the day of deliverance should come". 
Cowper had now learned to take a saner view of Us 
own condition ; and Mrs. Unwin, who was no longer 
f under any external exeitemcnt, and whose natural good 
L sense had not yet been impaired, regarded it with the 
same sobriety, and while she prayed with nnabating 
I faith for his perfect restoration, employed all pruden- 
tial means for averting a relapse. Experience, now 
that they were in a state to profit by it, had not been 
lost upon them ; and Mr. Unwin, from the time that his 
correspondence with Cowper commenced, had exercised 
a constant and beneficial influence, both over his mother 
and his friend. 

As the General was expected to pay a visit at Oiney. 
Lady Hesketh gave her cousin a hint upon the only 
subject which might possibly occasion any uncomfort- 
able feeling between them, Cowper's reply shows 
what the change in his own views had been. " As to 
the affair of religious conversation," he said, " fear me 
not, lest I should trespass upon his peace in that way. 
iir views, my dear, upon the subject of a proper 
conduct in that particular are mine also. When I 
. St. Alban's, I left it under impressions of the 
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existence of a God, and of the truth of Hcripture, that 
I had neyer felt before. 1 had unspeakable delig;ht in 
the discovery, and was impatient to L'ommunicate a 
pleasure to others that I found so superior to every 
tiling that hears the name. This eagerness of spirit, 
natural to persons newly informed, and the less to be 
vondered at in me, who had just emerged from the 
Jiorrors of despair, made me imprudent, and, I doubt 
jwt, troublesome to many. Forgetting that I had not 
those blessings at my command which it is God's 
peculiar prerogative to impart, — spiritual light and 
affections, 1 required in effect of all with whom I con- 
versed, that they should see with my eyes ; and stood 
amazed that the Gospel, which with me was all iu all, 
^ould meet with opposition, or should occasion disgust 
in any. But the Gospel could not be the word of 
God if it did not; for it foretells its own reception 
among men, and describes it aa exactly such. Good is 
intended, hut harm is done, too oflen, by the zeal with 
which I was at that time animated. But, as in aSkirs 
of this lite, so in religious concerns likewise, eiL|)erience 
begets some wisdom in all who are not incapable of 
being taught. I do not now, neither have 1 for a 
long time, made it my practice to force the subject of 
evangehcal tnilh on any. I received it not from man 
myself, neither can any man receive it from me. God 
is light, and from him all hght must come; to hit 
teaching, therefore, I leave those whom 1 was once so 
alert to instruct myself. If a man asks my opinion, or 
calls for an account of my faith, he shall have it; 
otherHise I trouble him not. Pulpits for preaching; 
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and the parlour, the garden, and the walk abroad for 
friendly and agreeable conversation"." 

The account which he had given of himseif distressed 
his cousin. '■ 1 knew," said he, " that my last letter 
would give you pain ; but there ia no need that it 
should give you so much. He who hath preserved me 
hitherto will still preserve me. All the dangers that 
I have escaped are so many pillars of remembrance, 
to which 1 shall hereafter look back with comfort, and 
be able, as 1 well hope, to inscribe on every one of 
tliem a grateful memorial of God's singuliu- protection 
of me. Mine has been a life of wonders for many 
years, and a life of wonders I in my heart believe it 
will be to the end. Wonders I have seen in the great 
deeps, and wonders I shall see in the paths of mercy 
I alaO. This, my dear, is my creed"." And this no 
doubt it was during many years, except at intervals, 
when the cloud came over him ; which, however, at 
such times oppressed his spirits more than it darkened 
his understanding. His own letters, as they furnish , 
the only materials, contain also the best account that ' 
could he given of his state of nerves. Telling Lady 
Hesketh that Dr. Kerr had recommended air and 
exercise as the best physic for him, and in all weathers, 
ho says, '' come, therefore, my dear, and take a little 
of this good physic with me, for you will find it bene- 
ficial as well as I ; come and assist Mrs. Unwin in the 
re-estabhshment of your cousin's health. Air and 
exercise, and she and you together, will make me a 
perfect Samson. You will have a good house ov«i: 

" Aprils. 170G. 
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your head, comfortable apartments, obliging nelgh- 
boui's, good rooda, a, pleasant country, and in ua, your 
constant companions, two who will love you, and do 
already love you dearly and with all our hearts. H 
you are in any danger of trouble, it is from myself if 
my fits of dejection seize me ; and as oft^n a^ they do 
you will be grieved for me ; but perhaps by your 
assistance I shall be able to resist them better. If 
Ihere is a creature under Heaven from whose co-ope- 
ratiou with Mrs. Unwin I can reasonably espect such 
a blessing, that creature is yourself. 1 was not without 
euch attacks when 1 lived in London, though at that 
time they were less oppressive ; but in your company 
I waa never unhappy a whole day in all my life"." 

The General's intended visit was prevented by his 
ill health ; the time fined for Lady Hesfceth's was June, 
" My dear," said her cousin, " I will not let you come 
till the end of May or the beginning- of .Tune, because, 
before that time, my green-house will not be ready to 
receive us, and it is the only pleasant room belonging 
to us. When the plants go out, we go in. I line it 
with mats, and spread the floor with mats ; and there 
you shall sit, with a bed of mignionette at your side, 
and a hedge of honeysuckles, roses, and jasmine ; and 
I will make you a bouquet of myrtle every day. 
Sooner than the time I mention, the country will not 
be in complete beauty. And I will tell you what you 
shall find at your first entrance. Imprimis, as soon as 
you have entered the vestibule, if you cast a look on 
either side of you, you shall see on the right hand a 

" May a, 1786. 
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;' making. It is tbe box in which have been 

Iged all my hares, and in which lodges Puss at 

■seat ; hut he, poor fellow, is worn out with age, 

rknd promises to die before you can see him. On tbe 

ht hand, stands a cuphourd, the work ol' the same 

|:.«Uthor; it was once a dove-cage, but I transformed it. 

Opposite to you stands a table, which I also made ; 

merciless servant having scrubbed it until it 

became paralytic, it serves no purpose now but of 

ornament ; and all my clean shoes stand under it. 

On the left hand, at the further end of this superb 

vestibule, you wiU find the door of the parlour, into 

which I will conduct you, and where 1 will introduce 

you to Mrs. Unwin, unless we should meet her before, 

and where we will be as happy as the day is long'." 

Among the circumstances which cheered Cowper 
at this time, there is one that proves how strong an 
interest he had excited in an individual. What waa 
the nature of the first communication from this person 
cannot be collected from any documents that have 
yet appeared, but it is thus spoken of in a letter" to 
Lady Hesketh. " Hours and hours and hours have 
I spent in endeavours altogether fruitless, to trace the 
writer of the letter that I send, by a minute examina- 
tion of the character ; and never did it strike me, till 
this moment, that your father wrote it. In the style 
1 discover him; in the scoring- of the emphatic 
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words, (his never-failing practice ;) in the formation of 
many of tlie letters ; and in the Adieu ! at the bottom, 
BO plainly, that I could hardly be more convinced had 
n him write iL Tell me, my dearest cousin, if 
you are not of ray mind? How much am I hound U> 
love him if it he ho I Always much ; but in that ca^e, 
if possible, more than ever. 

" Farewell, thou beloved daughter of my beloved 
anonymous uncle." 

That Lady Hesketh did not confirm this suspicion is 
certain, and he did not repeat it when he informed her 
of a second and more important letter from the same 
unknown", " Anonymous is come again. May God 
bless him, whosoever he he, as 1 douht not that he 
will I A certain person said on a certain occasion) 
(and He never spake word that failed,) ' whoso giveth 
you a cup of cold water in my name, shall by no 
means lose his reward.' Therefore, anonymous as he 
chooses to be upon earth, his name, I trust, shall 
hereafter be found written in heaven. But when great 
princes, or characters much superior to great princes, 
choose tji be incog, it is a sin against decency and 
good manners to seem to know them. I therefore 
know nothing of Anonymous, but that I love him 
heartily, and with most abundant cause. Had I 
opportunity, 1 would send you his letter, though, 
yourself excepted, I would indulge none with a sight 
of it. To confide it to lyoaf hands will be no violation 
of the secrecy that he has enjoined himself, and con- 
sequently me. But I can give you a short summary 

" Jluuary as, 1786. 
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of its purport. — After an introduction of a religious 
cast, which does great honour to himself, and in which 
he makes an humble comparison between himself and 
me, by far ton much to my advantage, he proceeds to 
tell me. that being lately in company where my last 
work was mentioned, mention was also made of my 
intended publication, tie informs me of the diilierent 
sentiments of tiie company on that subject, and ex- 
presses his own in terms the moat encouraging ; but 
adds, that having left the company and shut himself 
up in his chamber, an apprehension there seized him 
lest, if perhaps the world should not enter into my 
views of the matter, and the work should come short 
of the success that I hope for, the mortification might 
prove too much for my health ; yet thinks that even 
in that case, I may comfort myself by adverting to 
similar instances of a failure, where the writer's genius 
would have insured success, if any thing could have 
insured it, and alludes in particular to the fate and 
fortune of the Paradise Lost. In the last place, he 
gives his attention to my circumstances, takes the 
kindest notice of their narrowness, and makes me a 
present of an annuity of fifty pounds a year, wishing 
that it were five hundred pounds. In a P. S. he tells 
me that a small parcel will set offby the Wellinborough 
coach on Tuesday next, which he hopes will arrive 
safe. — I have given you the hones ; hut the benignity 
and alTection, which is the marrow of those bones, in 
BO short an abridgement, I could not give you." 

" I kept my letter unsealed to the last moment, that 
I might give you an account of the safe arrival of the 
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I expected parcel. It is at ail points worthy of the 
I letter-writer. Snutf-box, purse, notes, Bess, Puss, 
I Tinej — all safe. Again, niay God bless him 1" 

In his nest letter" he Bays, " It is very pleasant, 

; my dearest cousin, to receive a present so delicately 

I conveyed as that which 1 received so lately from 

I Anonyinous ; but it is also very painful to have nobody 

I to thank for it, I find myself therefore driven by 

I stress of necessity, to the tbllowing resolution, viz. 

I that I win constitute you my Thtmka -receiver-general, 

I for whatsoever gift I shall receive hereafter, as well as 

[ for those that 1 have already received Iram a, name- 

i less benefactor. I therefore thank you, my cousin, 

for a must elegant present, including the most elegant 

compliment that ever poet was honoured with ; for a 

saufT-boK of tortoise-shell, with a beautiful landscape 

on the lid of it, glared with crystal, having the figures 

cf three hares in the fore-ground, and inscribed above 

with these words, Tlie Peasant's Nest — and below 

with these — Tiniy, Puss, and Bess. For all and 

every of these, I thank you, and also for standing 

I proxy on this occasion. Nor must 1 forget to thank 
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you that so soon aiWr 1 had sent you the first letter 
of Anonymous, 1 rm^ived another in the same hand. 
— There ! Now I am a Httle easier." 

1 have no means of ascertaining who this benefactor 
was ; though undoubtedly Lady Hesketh was, as Cow- 
per supposed, in the secret. It was not Lady Hesketh 
herseU^ because, after her offer of ussiatance had been 
made and accepted, she would not have affected any 
mystery in bestowing it. Nor is it likely to have been 
her father. Handwritings may, like faces, be distinctly 
remembered for twenty years, but in the course of 
twenty years both undergo a great though gradual 
change ; and it is more probable that Cowper should 
be mistaken when he thought be had detected his 
uncle's hand, than that the latter, choosing to remain 
unknown, should have given so direct a clue to a 
discovery. Could it be his daughter Theodora ? Were 
it not that the comparison which the letter-writer drew 
between Cowper and himself, seems to be one which 
would have occurred only to a man, I should have 
no doubt that Theodora was the person ; and not- 
withstanding that obvious objection, am still inclined 
to think so ; for the presents were what a woman 
would have chosen, and it is certain that her love 
was as constant as it was hopeless. Hers was a melan- 
choly loti but she bad the consolation of knowing 
now wherefore, and how wisely her father had acted 
in forbidding a marriage which must have made her 
tniserable indeed. 

However desirous Cowper may have been to knov 
from whom this benefaction came, be thought himself 
bound to repress all curiosity. Upon the arrival of 



uiother letter, with the 



of another 






eel from the same unknown, he soys to his i 
" who is there in the world that has, or Ihinks he has, 
reason to love me to the degree thai he does ? But 
it is no matter. He chooses to be unknown, and his 
choice is, and ever shall be, ?d sacred to me, that if his 
name lay on the table before me reversed, I would not 
turn the paper about that I might read it. Much as it 
would gratify me to thank him, I would turu my eyes 
away from the forbidden discovery. I long' to assure him, 
that those same eyes, concerning which he expresses 
such kind apprehensions test they should euffer by this 
laborious undertaking, are as well as I could expect 
them to be, if I were never to touch either book or pen. 
Subject to weakness, and occasional slight inflamma- 
tions, it is probable that ihey will always be: but I 
cannot remember the time when they enjoyed anything 
HO like an exemption from those inlirmities as at present. 
One would almost suppose that reading Homer were 
the best ophthalmic in the world. I should be happy 
to remove his solicitude on the subject, but it is a 
pleasure that he will not let me enjoy. Well then, I 
will be content without it ; and so content, that, though 
I believe you, my dear, to be in full possession of all 
this mystery, you shall never know me while you live, 
either directly, or by hints of any sort, attempt lo 
extort or to steal the secret from you. I should think 
myself as justly punishable as the Betb-shemites for 
looking into the ark, which they were not allowed to 

The more this is considered the more probable it 
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Bppears that the benefaction carae from no other hand 
than Thfiodora's. The presents were all womaniy, — 
hU mdicating a womaii'a kind and thoughtful regard 
for whatever might coiitrihute to his comfort and con- 
venience. The first had been a desk, which he sap- 
posed to be Ladf Hesketh's gift; and the arrival of 
which, afler it hud been delayed on the road and im- 
patiently e\pect«d, and almost despaired of at last, he 
announced (under that impresBion) in a postscript thug 
characteriatically", " Oh that this letter had wings, that 
it might fly to tell you that my desk, the most elegant, 
the eompleteat, the most comroodioua desk in the 
world, and of all the desks that are or ever shall be, 
the desk that I love the most, is safe arrived. Nay, 
my dear, it was actually at Sherrington when the 
waggoner's wife (for the man himself was not at home) 
croaked out her abominable ' No.' Yet she examined 
the bill of lading, but eithnr did it so carelessly, or, as 
poor Dick Madan used to say, with such an ignorant 
ei/e, that my name escaped her. My precious cousin, 
you have bestowed too much upon me. I have no- 
thing to render to you m return, but the affectionate 
feelings of a heart most truly sensible of your kindness. 
How pleasant it is to write upon such a green bank I 
I am sorry that I have so nearly reached the end of 
my paper. I have now, however, only room to say, 
that Mrs. Unwin is dehghted with her box, and bids 
me do more than thank you for it. What can I do 



, at this dist 



, but cay that she loves you 



heartily, and that so do I ? The pocket-book is also 
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I the completest that ever I saw, inid the watch-ehain 
nost brilliant. Adieu for a little while. Now for 
I' Homer. My dear, yours, 

w. c. 



In his nest letter*', he says, " Dearest cousin, my 
leak is always pleasant, but never so pleasant as when 
I am writing to you. If I am not obliged to you for 
the thing itself, at least I am for your having decided 
the matter against me, and resolving that it should 
come in spite of all objections. If I muat not know 
to whom 1 am primarily indebted for it, at least let 
me entreat you to make my acknowledgments of grati- 
tude and love." 

Some womanly present usually accompanied the 
half-yearly remittance, and on one of these occasions 
further cause appeared for suspecting from what quar- 
ter they came. " By the post of yesterday," he says 
to Lady Hesketh*', " I received a letter from Anony- 
mous, giving me advice of the kind present which I 
have just particularized, in which letter allusion is 
made to a certain piece by me composed, entitled, I 
believe, the Drop of Ink. ITie only copy I ever 
gave of that piece, I gave to yourself. It is posnibh, 
therefore, that between you and Anonymous there 
may be some communication. If that should be the 
case, I will beg you just to signify to him, as opportu- 
nity may occur, the safe arrival of his most acceptable 
present, and my most grateful sense of it." Who but 
Theodora could it have been who was thus intimate 



with I^y Hcsketb, and felt this deep and lirelj- and 
coDstont regard for Cowper? 

Cowper'a reflections upon the unexpected accession 
made by this annuity to his scanty means, express a 
cheerful tnist in Providence, allowing that then, at 
least, his mind was perfectly sane upon that point 
" Wonder with me," he says, " my beloved cousin, at 
the goodness of God, who, according to Dr. Watts's 
beautiful stanza. 

Can clear ihe daikcat skies, 

Can gire us day far night, 
Make drops of sacred sorrow rise 

To riven of delight. 

As I said once before, so say I again, my heart is as 
light as a bird on the subject of Homer. Ndtber 
without prayer, nor without confidence in the provi- 
dential goodness of God, has that work been under- 
tahen or continued. I am not so dim-sighted, sad as 
my spirit is at times, but that I can piwnly discern hia 
Providence going before me in the way. Unforeseen, 
unhoped for advantages have sprung at his bidding, 
and a prospect at first cloudy indeed, and discouraging 
enough, has been continually brightening ever since I 
announced my intentions. But suppose the worst. 
Suppose that I shouid not succeed i 
proportioned to my hopes. How then 
my dear, I will hold this language with myself, ' To 
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was of infinite service to my spirits. But God Uid not 
Bee it good for me that I should bo very tamous. If 
he did not, it is better for me that I am not. Fame is 
neither my meat nor my drink. 1 lived fifty years 
without it, tmd should I live fifty more, and get to 
heaven at last, then 1 shall be sure not to want it, 
So, my dear, you see that I am armed at all points. I 
do not mean that I should feci nothing, but that, thus 
thinking, I should feel supportably." 

No letters ever bore the stamp of sincerity more 
distinctly than Cowper's. In thus expressing himself, 
he wrote as he thought, and would, in the event, have 
felt 3B he expected. Yet he had an ardent thirst for 
fame. " 1 am not ashamed," he says, " to confess, 
that having commenced an author, I am most abun- 
dantly desirous to succeed as such. / have (what 
perhapa you little m,ipect me of) in my nature an 
hifinite share of ambition. But with it, I have, at the 
same time, as you well know, an equal share of diffi- 
dence. To this combination of opposite qualities it 
has been owing, that, till lately, I stole through life 
without undertaking any thing, yet always wishing to 
distduguish myself. At last I ventured, ventured too 
the only path, that, at so late a period, was yet open 
and am determined, if God have not deter- 
lined otherwise, to work my way through the obscurity 
,^t has been so long my portion, into notice. Every 
thing, therefore, that setnns to threaten this my fa- 
vourite purpose with disappointment, a:fi'ects me nearly. 
1 suppose that all ambitious minds are in the same 
predicament. He who seeks distinction must be sen- 
rtble of disapprobotioti, eiaclly in the same proportion 
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as he desires applause. And now, my precious cousin, 
I have unfolded my heart lo you in thia particular, 
without a Epeck of dissimulation. Some people, and 
good people too, would blame me. But you will not; 
and they, I think, would blame without just cause. 
We certainly do not honour God, when we bury, or 
when we neglect to improve, as i'ar as we may, what- 
ever talent he may have bestowed on us, whether it be 
httle or much. In natural things, as well as in spiri' 
tual, it is a never-failing truth, that to hini, who kal/h 
(that is to him that occupies what he hath diligently, 
and BO as to increase it,) more shall he given. Set me 
down, therefore, my dear, for an industrious rhymer, 
so long as I shall have the ability. For in this only 
way is it possible for me, ao far as I can see, either 
to honour God, or to serve man, or even to serve 
myself." 

Cowper was happier at this time than he had ever 
been since the days of bis youth. He was engaged in 
an undertaking not unworthy of his talents, and of 
the reputation he had acquired ; it accorded equally 
with his inclination, his habits, and his health ; and in 
the intervals of employment he had the expectation of 
seeing his cousin after the lapse of so many years, and 
the pleasure of making preparations for her reception. 
They would fain have had her for their guest, and 
have fitted up the room which served him for a study, 
as her chamber; but to this Lady Heaketh objected. 
It would not have been easy to find accommodation in 
Olney, if the greater part of the vicarage, which was 
" much too good for (be living," had not been unoc- 
cupied and unliiruished. Mr. Scott, who was highly 
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med among persons of his own pprauaaion, had 
\ this curacy to officiate at the Lock Hospital ; and 
I fuB successoris the cure being 3 bachelor, reserving two 
s for himself, was glad to let the rest of the houac, 
which a shopkeeper engaged to furnish for the time 
of her abode. " The whole affair," said Cowper, " is 
thus commodiously adjusted ; and now I have nothing 
to do but to wish for June ; and June, my coubiq, was 
^Bever so wished for since June was made. I shall 
I have a thousand things to hear, and a thousand to 
I say ; and they will all rush into my mind together, 
but it will be so crowded with things impatient to be 
said, that for some time I shall say nothing. But no 
matter, sooner or later they will all come out; and 
, ^ce we shall have you the longer for not having jou 
v under our roof, (a circumstance that more Ilian any 
I tiling roconeiles us to that measure,) they will stand 
the better chance. After so long a separation, a sepa- 
ration that of late seemed likely to last for life, we 
shall meet each other as alive from the dead; and for 
my own part, I can truly say, that I have not a friend 
in the other world, whose resurrection would give me 
greater pleasure." 

A house at Weston, belonging to the Throckmor- 
tons, was at that time vacant, and these kind neigh- 
bours expressed an earnest wish that Mrs. Unwin and 
Cowper would take it for the sake of bejug near them. 
" If you, my cousin," said he, " were not so well pro- 
vided for as you are, and at our very elbow, I verily 
believe 1 should have mustered all my rhetoric to 
recommend it to you. You might have it for ever, 
without danger of ejectment, whereas your possession 
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of the vitarage depends on the life of the 
is eigfaty-aix, The enviroDS are most beautiful, arid 
the village itself one of the prettiest I ever silw. Add 
to this, you would step immediately into Mr. Throck- 
morton's pleasure-ground, where you would not soil 
your slippers, even in winter *'." After looking at the 
bouse, he wrote to her, that it was such a one as in 
most respects would suit her well. " But Mosers 
Brown, our vicar," said he, " who, as I told you, is in 
his eighty-sixth year, ia not bound to die for that rea- 
son. He said himself, when he was here last summer, 
that he should live ten years longer ; and for aught 
that appears so he may ; in which case for the sake of 
its near neighbourhood to us, the vicarage has charmB 
for me that no other place can rival. Uut this and a 
thousand things more shall be talked over when you 
come'"." — " Come then, my beloved cousin, for 1 am 
determined, that ' whatsoever king shall reign, you 
shall be vicar of Olney.' " 

He proposed to meet her at Newport Pagoel, but 
assented to her opinion that there would be many in- 
conveniences in such an arrangement. " Assure your- 
self," said be, " my dearest cousin, that both for your 
sake, since you make a point of it, and for my own, I 
will be as philosophically careful as passible, that these 
fine nerves of mine shall not be beyond measure agi- 
tated, when you arrive. In truth, there is much greater 
probability that they will be benefited, and greatly too. 
Joy of heart, from whatever occasion it may arise, is 
the best of all nervous medicines ; and I should pat 
wonder if such a turn given to my spirits shi 

" Way a, I78(). " fllaj 
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:;t of the most advaniageous kind upon 
t not imagiue, neither, that I am, on 
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■aven a lasting' t 
them. You n 

the whole, in any great degree subject to nervous affec- 
tions. Occasionally I am, and have been these many 
years, much liable to dejection ; but at intervals, and 
sometimes for an interval of weeks, no creature would 
(aspect it. For I have not that which commonly is a 
symptom of such a case belonging to me, — I mean ex- 
traordinary elevation in the absence of Mr. Bluedevil. 
When I am in the best health, my tide of animal 
Bprig-htliness flows with great equality, so that I am 
never, at any time, exalted in proportion as I am some- 
times depressed. My depression has a cause, and if 
that cause were to cease, I should be as cheertid 
thenceforth, and perhaps for ever, as any man need 
as I liave often said, Mrs. Unwin shall be 
jay expositor- 
Adieu, my beloved cousin. God grant that our 
IHendship, which, while we could see each other, 
never suffered a moment's intamiptiou, and which so 
long n separation has not in the least abated, may 
glow in us to our last hour, and be renewed in a better 
world, there to he perpetuated for ever. 

" For you must know, that I should not love you half 
iBo well, if I did not believe you would be my friend to 
.«temity. There is not room enough for friendship to 
.anfold itself in full bloom in such a nook of life as 
this. Therefore I am, and must, and will be. 
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When this passage was written, it is evident that lib 
mind was free from the dreadful notiou which charac- 
terised his inHanity. And at this lime, e 
darker moods, he spoke of his own state hopefully, 
" I have made your heart ache too often," said he, 
" my poor dear cousin, with talking aboat my fits of 
dejection. Something has happened that has led n 
to the subject, or I would have mentioned them mo 
sparingly. Do not suppose, or suspect, that I treat 
you with reserve, there is nothing, in wliich I am con- 
cerned, that you shall not be made acquainted with ; 
but the tale is too long for a letter. I will only add, 
for your present satisfaction, that the cat 
tenor, that it is not within the reach of human aid, 
and that yet I have a hope myself, and Mrs. Unwin a 
strong persuasion, of its removal. 1 am, indeed, even 
now, and have been for a considerable time, sensible 
of a change for the better, and expect, with good rea- 
son, a comfortable lift from you. Guess then, my be- 
loved cousin, with what wishes I look forward to the 
time of your arrival, from whose coming I promise 
myself, not only pleasure, but peace of mind, at least 
an additional share of it. At present it is an 
tain and transient guest with me, hut the joy with 
which I shall see and converse with you at Olnejr, 
may, perhaps, make it an abiding one''." 

Lady Hesketh arrived about the middle' of June. 
" I am fond of the sound of hells," says Cowper, ' 
was never more pleased with those of OIney, than 
when they rang her into her new habitation. 



mplimeiit that our performers upon those instru- 
ments haye never paid to any other personage, (Lord 
Dartmouth enceptcd,) since we knew the town. In 
flhort, she is, as she ever was, my pride and my joy, 
and I am delighted at every thing that means to do 
her honour. Her first appearance was too much for 
me ; my spirits, instead of heing greatly raised, as I 
had inadvertently supposed they would be, broke down 
with me ; under the pressure of too much joy, and left 
me flat or rather melancholy throughout the day, to a 
degree that was mortifying to myself, and alarming to 
her. But I have made amends for this failure since, 
and in point of cheerfulness have far exceeded her 
expectations, for she knew that sable had been my 
suit for many years "," 

To Hill he said that his dear cousin's arrival had 
T made them happier than they ever were before at 

IOIney, and that her company was a cordial of which 
le should feel the effect, not only while she remained 
*here, but as long as he lived. He wrote cheerfully 
also to Mr. Newton. " It was an observation," said 
^e, " of u sensible man whom I knew well in ancient 
•inys, (I mean when I was very young,) that people 
are never in reality happy when they boast much of 
being so. I feel myself accordingly well content to say, 
without any enlargement on the subject, that an inquirer 
after happiness might travel far, and not find a happier 
L trio than meet every day either in our parlour, or in the 
I parlour of the vicarage. I will not say that mine is 
K not occasionally somewhat dashed with the sable hue of 
le notions concerning myself and my situation that 

" To Mr. Unwia, July 3. 
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have occupied, or ratber pgaaessed me bo long' ; but on 
the other hand, I can also affirm that my cousin's affec- 
tional.e behaviour to lis both, the sweetness of her tem- 
per, and the sprightliness of her conversation relieve 
me in no small degree from the presence of lliem." 

There were discomforts attending his situation in 
Olney which Cowper felt, though he seldom allowed 
himself to complain of them. Upon telling Mr. New- 
ton one winter, that owing to the state of the weather, 
he and Mrs. Unwin had not escaped into the fields 
more than three times since the autumn, he said, 
" Man, a changeable creature in himself, Beems to 
subsist best in a state of variety, as his proper element ; 
a melancholy man, at least, is apt to grow sadly weaiy 
of the same walks and the same pales, and to find that 
same scene will suj^st the same thoughts perpe- 
tually'"." This is a melancholy passage ; but a blacker 
melancholy possessed him when he described to the 
same friend his contentment in his situation, and 
reason why he was contented. " I am not shut 

in the Bastile," said he ; " there are no moats about 
my castle, no locks upon my gates of which I have not 
the key; but an invisible, uncontrollable agency — a 
local attachment, — an inclination more forcible than I 

r felt even to the place of my birth, serves me for 
prison-walls, and for bounds which I cannot pass. In 
I former years I have known sorrow, and before I had 
ever tasted of spiritual trouble. The effect was an ab- 
horrence of the scene in which I had suffered so much, 
and a weariness of those objecis which I had so long 
looked at with an eye of despondency and dejectica. 
" Keb. ■.;, 178!.'. 



But it is otherwise with me now. The same cause 
Bubsisting, aod in a much more powerful degree, fails 
to produce its natural effect. The very stones in the 
garden-walU are my intimute acquaintance. I siiauld 
miss almost the minutest object, and be disagreeably 
affected hy its removal, and am persuaded, that were 
it possible I could leave this incommodious nook for a 
twelvemonth, I should return to it again with rapture, 
and be transported with the sight of objects, which to 
all the world beside would be at least indifferent ; 
some of them, perhaps, )iuch as the ragged thateh and 
a tottering walls of the neighbouring cottages, dis- 
usting. Dut so it is ; and it is so, because here is to 
e my abode, and because such is the appointment of 
n that placed me in it. 



H tlie place of all the world I love the most, not for 
iny happiness it affords me, but because here I can be 
rable with most convenience to myself, and with 
the least disturbance to others." 

During winter Cowper was tain, instead of healthier 
re natural exercise, to use dumb-bells, and a 
Jtipping-rope. His own health nevertheless suffered, 
t of wholesome exercise having been the cause of 
B stomach complaints ; and Mrs. Unwio, who had no 
I substitution, suffered more. Even in summer 
r situation was in this respect unfavourable. Writing 
Lady Hesketh a little before ber arrival, he says, 
r walks are, as I told you, beautiful, but it is a 
to get at ihum ; and though, when you come, I 



246 LIFE OF COWPBR. 

shall take you into training, as the jockeys say. and 
doubt not that I shall make a nimhle and good walker 
of you in a abort time, you would find, as even I do in 
warm weather, that the preparatory steps are rather 
too many in numher. Weston, which is our pleasant- 
est retreat of all, is a mile off; and there is not in that 
whole mile to be foimd so much shade as would cover 
you. Mrs. Unwin and I have for many years walked 
thither every day in the year when the weather would 
permit ; and to speak like a poet, the limes and the elms 
of Weston can witness for us both how oilen we have 
aig-hed and said, ' Oh that our garden door opened 
into this grove, or into this wilderness ! for we are 
fatigued hetbre we reach them, and when we haTe 
reached them, have not time to enjoy them.' Thus 
stands the case, my dear, and the unavoidable ergo"^ 
stares you in the fece ; — would 1 coidd do so just at this 
moment ! We have three or four other walks, hut 
except one they all he at such distance as you would 
find heinoush mcommodious ; but Weston, as I said 
before, is our la\ ounte Of that we are never weary ; 
its superior beauties gained it our preference at the 
first, and for min\ jears it has prevailed to win ug 
away from all the others There was indeed, some 
time since, in a neighbounng parish, called Lavendon, 
a field, one side of which formed a terrace, and the 
other was planted with poplars, at whose foot ran the 
e, that I used to account a hitle Paradise. But 
the poplars have been felled ; and the scene has suf- 
ed so much by the loss, that, though still in point 
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of prospect beautil'ul, it lias not charms auffltient to 
attract me now. A eertain poet wrot* a copy of verses 
00 this melancholy occasion*." 

This account prepared Lady Hesketh for the reso- 
lution which she formed immediately upon seeing- that 
her eousin's habitation was as miserable in itself, as it 
was inconvenient in its situation. The eiipeiise of a 
removal was more than Cowper and Mrs. Unwin could 
at that time have incurred, even if they could have 
roused themselves to the eifort. Lady Hesketli gave 
the impulse, and supplied the means ; and before she 
had been a week at OIney, the house at Weston was 
'taken. " And now," said Cowper, to Mr. Unwin, " I 
■hall communicate intelligence that will give you plea- 
sure. When you first contemplated the ii-ont at our 
aliode you were shocked. In your eyes it had die 
appearance of a prison, and you sighed at the thought 
that your mother lived m it. Your view of it was not 
only just hut prophetic. It had not only the aspect of 
a place built for the purposes of incjirceration, but has 
actually served that purpose through a long, long 
period, and we have been the prisoners. But a gaol- 
delivery is at hand : the bolts and bars are to be loosed, 
and we shall escape. A very different mansion, both 
in point of appearance and accommodation, expects us, 
>nd the expense of living in it not greater than we are 
subjected to in this. It is situated at Weston, one 
of the prettiest villages in England, and belongs to 
Mr. Throckmorton. We all three dine with him to- 
day by invitation, and shall survey it in the af^emoont 
point out the necessary repairs, mid tinally adjust the 
« Mbj, I, una. 
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treaty. I have my cousin 'a promise that she will never 
let another year pass without a visit to us ; and the 
house is large enough to take us and our suite, and 
her also, with as many of hers as she shall choose to 
bring'. The change will, I hope, prove advantageous 
botk to your mother and me, in all respects. Here 
we have no iieig'hbonrhood ; there we shall have most 
agreeable neighbours in the Throe km ortons. Here we 
have a bad air in winter, impregnated wilh the fishy- 
smelling furaes of the marsh miasma; there we shall 
breathe in an atmosphere unlaiuted. Here we are 
confined from September to March, and sometimes 
longer ; there We shall be upon the very verge of plea- 
sure-RTOunds, in which we can always ramble, and shall 
not wade through almost impossuble dirt to get at them. 
Both your mother's constitution and mine have suf- 
fered materially by such close and long confinement, 
and it is high time, unless we intend to retreat into the 
grave, that we should seek out a more wholesome resi- 
dence. A pretty deal of new furniture will be wanted, 
especially chairs and beds, all which my kind cousin 
will provide, and fit up a parlour and a chamber for 
herself into the bargain. So far is well, the rest is left 
t« Heaven"." 

Lady Hesketh, speaking to her sister Theodora of 
the intended removal to Weston, in one of the few 
fragments'* of her letters which have been preserved, 
said, '' he delights in the place, and likes the inhabi- 
tants much; and as they would greatly relieve the 
cruel solitude he lives in, I wish he could, with ease 
to himself, see as much of them as possible, for I am 

" !a\3 3, 1701). '' Early Producljoiu, &i, p. 68. 
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sure a little variety of company, and a little cheerful 
society is necessary to Imn. Mrs. Unwin seems quite 
to think so, and expresses the greatest satisfaction that 
be has nithin the last year consented to mix a little 
more with human creatures. As to her, she does seem, 
ii veal truth, to have no will left on earth but for bis 
good, and literally no will but Aw. How she has sup- 
ported herself, (as she bas done I) the constant attend- 
once, day and night, which she has gone through for 
the last thirteen years, is to me, I confess, incredible. 
And in justice to her, I must say, she does it all with 
an ease that relieves von &om anv idea of its being a 
Jtate of sufferance. She speaks of him in the highest 
terms ; and by her astonishing management, be is 
never mentioned in OIney but with the highest respect 



" Our ftiend," says Lady Hesketh, in another frag- 

ksKnt'^ " delights in a large table aud a large chair. 

K^ere are two of the latter comforts in my parlonr. 1 

pttn sorry to «ay, that he and I always spread ourselves 

out on them, leaving poor Mrs. Unwin to find all the 

comfort she can in a small one, balf as high again as 

ours, and considerably harder than marble. However, 

. she protests it is what she likes, that she prefers a high 

L ehair to a low one, and a hard to a soil one ; and I 

Blio]>e she b sincere; indeed, I am persuaded she is. 

\ Her constant employment is knitting stockings, which 

she does with the finest needles I ever saw ; and very 

nice they are, — the stockings I mean. Our cousin 

has not for many years worn any other than those of 

her manufacture. She knits silk, cotton, and worsted, 

" Early Produolicna, Uc. p. Cj. 
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She Hils knitting' on one side of tlie table in her spec- 
tacles, and lie on the other reading to her (when lie ia 
not employed in writing') in his. In wintpr, his mom- 
Big' studies are always carried on in a room by himaelt' ; 
but as his evenings are apent in the winter in tran- 
scribing, he usually, I find, does them vis-a-vts Mrs. 
Unwin. At this time of the year he writes always in 
the morning in what he calls his boudoir ; this is in the 
garden : it has a, door and a window ; just holds a small 
table with a desk and two chairs ; but though there are 
two chairs, and two persons might be contained therein, 
it would be with a degree of difficulty. For this cause, 
— as I make a point of not disturbing a poet in his 
retreat, I go not there." 

It was said by Dr. Johnson, that " nobody can write 
the life of a man hut those who have eat, and drank, 
and lived in social intercourse with him." Personal 
)inowledge is, indeed, the greatest of all advantages 
for such an undertaking, notwithstanding the degree of 
restraint which must generally be regarded as one of 
its conditions. But when his letters are accessible, 
tie writer may in great part be made his own biogra- 
pher, — more fully, and perhaps more faithftdly than if 
he had composed his own memoirs, even with the inost 
sincere intentions. For in letters, feelings and views 
and motives are related as they existed at the time; 
whereas in retrospect much must of necessity be over- 
looked, and much be lost. Some of Cowper's letters 
at this time are peculiarly interesting both as illna- 
trating his own character and Mr, Newton's. He 
wrote to that sincere but injudicious friend upon bis 
approaching change of residence. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON. 

>IV PEAll TRIEKD, Aug. 5, 1786. 

Vou have heard of our intended removal. The 
bouse that ia to receive us is in a state of preparation, 
and, when finished, will be both smarter and more 
commodious tlian our present abode. But the circum- 
stance that recommends it chiefly is its situation. Long 
confinement in the winter, and indeed for the most 
part in ibe autumn Ijki, has hurt us both. A gravel 
walk, thirty yards long, affords but indifferent scope U) 
the locomotive faculty : yet it is all that we have had 
to move in for eight months in the year, during thir- 
teen years that I have been a prisoner. Had I been 
confined in the Tower, the battlements of it would 
have ftimishod me with a larger space. You say well, 
tliat there was a lime when I was happy at Olney; 
and I am now as happy at Oluey as I expect to be 
any where without the presence of God. Change of 
situation is witli me no otherwise an object than as 
both Mrs. Unwin's health and mine may happen to be 
concerned in it. A fever of the slow and spiritKip- 
pressiug kind seems to belong to all, except the natives, 
who have dwelt in Olney many years ; and the natives 
bave putrid fevers. Both they and we, 1 bidievc, are 
immediately indebted for our respective maladies to au 
fttmospherc encumbered with raw vapours issuing from 
flooded meadows ; and we in particular, perhaps, have 
fared the worse, for sitting so often, and somelnnes for 
months, over a cellar filled with water. These ills we 
shall escape in the uplands ; and as we may reasonably 
hope, of course, their consequences. But aa for hap- 
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pincss, he that has once had conuDunion with his 
Maker must be more frantic than ever I was yet, if 
he can dream of finding it at a distance from Him. I 
no more eipect happiness at Weston than here, or than 
I should expect it, in eompaiiy with felons and outlaws, 
in the hold of a hallast-hghtf r. Animal spirits, how- 
ever, have their value, and are especially desirable to 
him who is condemned to carry a burthen, which at 
any rate will tire him, but which, without their aid, 
cannot fail to crush him. The deaUngs of God with 
me are to myself utterly uninteiligihle. I have never 
net, either in hooks or in conversation, with an expe* 
rience at all similar to my own. More than a twelve- 
month has passed since I began to hope that, having 
walked the whole breadth of the bottom of this Red 
Sea, I was beginning to chmb the opposite shore; and 
I prepared to sing the song of Moses. But I have 
been disappointed ; those hopes have been blasted ; 
those comforts have been wrested from me. I could 
not be so duped even by the arch-enemy himself, as to 
be made to question the divine nature of them ; but I 
have been made to believe (which, you wUl say,, is 
being duped still more) that God gave them to me in 
derision, and took them away in vengeance. Such, 
however is, and has been my persuasion many a long 
day; and when I shall think on that subject more 
comfortably, or, as you will be inclined to tell me, 
more rationally and scripturally, I know not. In llie 
mean time, I embrace with alacrity every alleviation of 
my case, and with the more alacrity, because, whatso- 
ever proves a relief of my distress, is a cordial to 
Mrs. Uiiwin, whose sympathy vrith me, through the 
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whole of it, has been such, that, despair excepted, her 
burthen haa been as heavy as mice. Lady Hesketh, 
by her affectionate behaviour, the cheerfuiuesa of her 
conversation, and the constant sweetness of her tem- 
per, has cheered us both ; and Mrs. Unwin not less 
tlian Tne. By her helfi we get change of air and of 
Hcene, though still resident at Olney ; and by her 
meaDS, have intercourse with some families in this 
country, with whom, but for her, we eonld never have 
been acquainted. Her presence here would, at any 
time, even in my happiest days, have been a comfort 
to me ; but, in the present day, 1 am doubly sensible 
of its value. She leaves nothing unsaid, nothing un- 
done, that she thinliB will be conducive to our well- 
being; and, so far as she is concerned, I have nothing 
to wish, but that I could believe her sent hither in 
mercy to myself, — then I should be thankful. 

1 am, my dear friend, with Mrs. Unwin's love to 
Mrs. N. and yourself, hers and yours, as ever, 

w. c. 



Though this letter could not but draw tears from one 
I who knew the writer so intimately, and loved him so 
1 as Mr. Newton must have known and loved liim, 
night be supposed that the predominant feeling, 
which it would excite, would be pleasure at the favour- 
able change that had taken place in his pour friend's 
external circumstances. The disappearunce of Cow- 
per's papers renders it impossible to say what, or whe- 
tlier any direct answer was made to it ; but about a 
month after its date, Mr. Newton wrote to Mrs. Un- 
in a. spirit, which, though the letter itself has been 
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ttroyed, or lost, may be perfoctly imderstood by what 

iwper says toncerning it to her son*". 
You have had your troubles, and we ours. This 
three weeks, your mother received a letter from 
Mr. NewtoD, which ahe has not yet answered, nor is 
likely to answer hereafter. It gave us both much con- 
cern, but her more than me ; I suppose, because my 
mind being necessarily occupied in my work, I had 
not BO much leiaure to hrowze upon the wormwood 
that it contBined. TTic purport of it is, a direct 
accusation of me, and of her an accusation implied, 
that we have both deviated into forbidden paths, and 
lead a hfe unbecoming the Gospel; that many of my 
friends in London are grieved, and the simple people 
of Olney astonished ; that he never so much doubted 
of my restoration to ChriBt.ian privileges as now; — m 
short, that I converse too much with people of the 
world, and find too much pleasure in doing so. He 
concludes with putting your mother in mind, that there 
is still an intercoursu between London and Olney, by 
which he means to insinuate that we cannot olFend 
against the decorum that we are hound to observe, but 
of it will most certainly be conveyed to him. 

■We do not at all doubt it. We never knew a lie 
iJkatehed at Olney that waited long for a bearer; and 
do not wonder to find ourselves made the 
iSubjects of false accusation in a place ever finittfiil iu 
auch productions, we do, and must wonder a little, that 
he should listen to them with so much credulity. 1 
say this, because if he had heard only the truth, or 
had believed no more than the truth, he would not, I 

•"' Sept. i4, 1780. 



, have found either me censurable, or jour inci- 
Aud th^t she should be suspected of irregulari- 
1 the more wonderful, (for wonderful it would be 
it any rate,) because she sent him, not long before, a 
letter conceived in such strains of piety and spirituality, 
BB oug^ht to have convinced him that she, at least, was 
no wanderer. But what is the fact ; and how do we 
spend our time in reality ? What are the deeds for 
which we have been represented as thus criminal ? 
Our present course of life differs in nothing' from that 
, which we have both held these thirteen years, escept 
rtiiat, after great civilities shown us, and many advances 
n the part of the Tbrocks, we visit them. That 
Wme visit also at Gayhurat. That we have frequently 
n airings with my cousin in her carriage, and thai 
■ I have sometimes taken a walk nith her on a Sunday 
• evening, and sometimes by myself; which, however, 
jTour mother has never done. ITiese are the only 
[fiovelties in our practice ; and if by these procedures, 
I inoffensive in themselves, we yet give offence, 
offence must needs he given. God and our own con- 
sciences acquit us, and we acknowledge no other 
judges. 

" The two families with whom we have kicked up 

L this astonishing intercourse are as harmless in their 

t conversation and manners as can be found any where. 

" And as to my poor cousin, the only crime that she is 

guilty of against the people of Olney is, that she has 

fed the hungry, clothed the naked, and administered 

comfort to the sick. Except, indeed, that by her great 

1 kindness, she has given us a little lift in point of con- 

\ ditioQ and circumstances, and has thereby excited envy 
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in some who have not the koack of rejoicing in the 
prosperity of others. And this 1 take to be the root 
of the matter. 

" My dear William, I do mjt know thai I should 
have teaaed your nerves and spirits with this disagree- 
able theme, had not Mr. Newton talked of applying to 
you for particulars : he would have done it, he aaya, 
when he saw you last, but had not time. You are 
now qualified to inform him as minutely as we ourselves 
could, of all our enormities. Adieu ! Our s 
love to yourself and yours. 

■■ W", 



A spirit so intolerant and inqnisitorial might have 
been deemed harsh and unbecoming even in a father 
confessor. But it will not appear surprising in Mr. New- 
ton, when it 19 remembered that, in his own words", 
his " name was up about that country for preaching 
people mad :" that, according to his own account, there 
were at one time " near a dozen of his flock," and 
" most of them truly gracious people, disordered in 
their minds ;" and that he consoled himself with tbinL- 
ing, that " if the Lord brought them through fire 
and water safe to his kingdom, whatever they might 
suffer by the way, they were less to be pitied than the 
mad people of the world, who take occasion to scofTat 
the Gospel, as if it was only fit to drive people out of 
their senses." It was not, however, by fiery and 8ul> 
phureous preaching that Mr. Newton produced these 
deplorable effects ; if he did not perceive the cnormoiu 
evil of such preaching, he saw and acknowledged its 

"' Vol. i. p. 870, 
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ifitness. Moreover, he was a man in whom invinci- 
ble strength of heart was combined with no ordinary 
degree of tenderness. TTie mischief which he caused, 
was eflfected bj a, system of eicil^meat, by superero- 
gatory services, by holding meetings which accord as 
little with the spirit aa with the discipline of the Church 
of Engknd, by making the yoke of his people pmnful 
their burthen heavy, by requiring them to com- 
with others upon those things on which our 
r has enjoined us to commune with our own 
, and hy never allowing them to be slill. 
His zeal and his genius, aided by the remarkable 
story of his life, had rendered him a conspicuous per- 
whttt is called the religious world. Among 
) were beginning to arrogate to themselves 
designation of Evangelical clergy, there were none 
approached him in abilities except Rowland Hill 
and the fierce Toplady, But spiritual pride treads 
close upon the heels of spiritual power; and that be- 
setting sin manifested itself on this occasion towards 
Cowper and Mrs. Unwin. While he resided at Obey 
he liud acted as their spiritual director, . . for that 
character is not confined to the Romish priesthood ; . . 
hen, upon his removal to London, they ceased 
under his superintendence, he appears lo have 
ered it as a trespass if they moved out of the 
> circle within which he had circumscribed them ; 
'' as absent in the body, but present in spirit," to 
supposed that he, like St. Paul, was authorized 
judge aa though he were present." How Cow- 
resented this unwarrantable interference has been 
his letter to Mr. Unwin, tnwards whom he 
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had no reserve : he must have heen void of feeling 
if he had not felt as he there eipresaed himself. But 
vfhen be wrote lo Mr, Newton, the Gen8e of former 
obligations and kindnesses, ot true respect, and of as 
much aifection as is compatible with any degree of fear, 
tempered his resentment. Mr. Newton, methinks, could 
not have read without emotion, nor without some self- 
reproach, the calm and melancholy strain of vindica.tion 
in which he was addressed. 

TO THE BEV. JOHN NEWTOM. 
HV DtAK rnusD, SepU 30, lT8<i. 

No length of separation will ever make us in- 
difierent either to your pleasures or your pains. We 
rejoice that you have had so agreeable a jaunt, and 
(excepting Mrs. Newton's terrible fall, from which, 
however, we are happy to find that she received so 
little injury,) a safe return. We, who live always 
encompassed hy rural scenery, con afford to be sta- 
tionary : though we ourselves, were I not too closely 
engi^ed with Homer, should perhaps follow your 
example, and seek a httle refreshment from variety 
and change of place, — a course that we might find not 
only agreeable, but, after a sameness of thirteen years, 
perhaps useful. You must, undoubtedly, have found 
your excursion beneficial, who at all other times endure, 
if not HO close a confinement as we, yet a more un- 
healthy one, ill city air and in the centre of continual 
engagements. 

Unwin, concerning our conduct 
neighbourhood, ^ 
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affected by it. Of this you may assure yourself, timt 
if our friends in London have been grieved, they have 
been misinformed ; which is the more probable, be- 
cause the bearers of intellig-ence hence to London are 
not always very scrupulous concerning the truth of 
their reports ; and that if any of our serious neigh- 
bours have been astoniahed, they have been so without 
the smallest real occasion. Poor peojile are never 
well employed even when they judge one another; 
bul when they undertake to scan the motives and 
estimate the behaiiour of those whom Providence has 
exalted a little above them, thev are utterly out of 
iheir province and their depth. They otten see us 
get into Lady Hesketh's carriage, and rather uncharit- 
ably suppose that it always carries us into a scene of 
dissipation, which, in ftict it never does. We visit, 
indeed, at Mr. Throckmorton's, and at Gayhurst; 
rarely, however, at Gayburst, on account of the greater 
distance ; more irequeutly, though not very frequently, 
at Weston, both because it is nearer, and because our 
business in the house that is making ready for us 
oflen calls ua that way. The rest of our journeys are 
to Beaujeat turnpike and back again ; or, perhaps, to 
the cabinet-maker's at Newport. As Othello says, 

TliE very head and from of iny offending 
Huh ihis eiteut, uo mare. 

Wbat good we can get or can do in these visits, is 
another question, — which they, 1 am sure, are not at 
all qualified to solve. Of this we are both sure, that 
under the guidance of Providence we have formed 
I these connexions ; tbat we should have hurt the Chris- 
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, rather than have served it, by a prudish 
abstinence from them ; and that St, Paul himself, 
conducted to them as we hove been, would have found 
it expedient to have done as we have done. It is 
always iniposBible to tonjectm'e, to much purpose, 
from the beginnings of a providence, in what it will 
I terminate. If we have neither received nor ci 
I cated any spiritual good at present, while c 
wth our new acquaintance, at least no harm has be- 
fallen on cither side ; and it were too hazardous an 
assertion even for our censorious neighbours to make, 
' that, because the cause of the Gospel does not appear 
I to have been served at present, therefore it never can 
be in any future intercourse that we may have with 
them. In the mean time I speak a strict truth, and as 
in the sight of God, when I say that we are neither of 
UB at all more addicted to gadding than heretofore. 
We both uaturally love seclusion from company, and 
never go into it without putting a force upon our dis- 
position ; at the same time 1 will confess, and you will 
I easily conceive, that the melaachuly incident to such 
I close cou£uement as we have so long endured, finds 
I Uself a little relieved by such amusements as a society 
I BO innocent affords. You may look round the Chris- 
I tian world, and find few, I believe, of our station, who 
have so little intercourse as we with the world that is 
I not Christian. 

We place all the uneasineas that you have felt for 
us upon this subject, to the account of that cordial 
friendship of which you have long given us proof. 
But you may be assured, that notwithstanding all 
] the contrary, we are exactly what we were 
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Flirhen you saw us last, — I, miserable on account of 
God's departure from me, which I believe to be final ; 
and she, seeking his return to me in the path of duty, 
and by continual prayer^, 

k Yours, my dear friend, 

W.C. 
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Cowper retained no resentments ; nor indeed could 
any uncomfortable feeling be of long continuance 
between two persons who entertained so sincere a 
regard for each other. Their correspondence, there- 
fore, resumed its wonted tone, being interrupted only 
on Cowper's part by the hurry and confusion conse- 
quent upon a removal. Lady Heskcth remained at 
Olney till the middle of November, and on the day 
After her departure, her cousin and Mrs. Unwin took 
possession of their new abode. 

" I think it filling liere to eilrect Mr. Grimsliawe'a tBDiaiks 

■' That the aboye letter may be full; underalood, it is nec(>s- 
taty to stale, ihat Mr. Newtou bad received un intimation from 
Oluey that the babila of Cowper, siaoe ibe arrival of Ladjr 
Heskelh, liad eiperieoced a chaoge ; and tbat an admoaitory 
letter from bimieir might not be without its use. Uader tliese 
cireuoutaaceB, Newton addressed audi a letter to his friend aa 
the ocrasion seemed lo require. Tlie answer of Cowper ii 
Already before the reader, and in our opinion amounts to a fuii 
juslificalioD of the poet'a conduct. We know from various 
testimonies of unqueationable authority, that no cliarge tending 
a impeach the consislencj of Mrs. Unwin, or of Cowper, can 
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" THEREare somethings," said Cowper to Mr. Bi^Ot'. 
who waa now one of his regular correBpondents, " that 
do not actually shorten the life of man, yet seem to do 
so, and IVequeat removals from pWe to place are of 
that numher. For my own port, at least, I am apt to 
think, if I had been more stadonary, I should seem to 
myself to have lived longer. My many changes of 
habitation have divided my time into many short 
periods, and when 1 look hack upon them they appear 
only as the stages in a day's junmey, the first of which 
is at no very great distance from the last. 

" I lived longer at Olney than any where. There, 
indeed, I Uved, till mouldering walls and a tottering 
house warned me to depart. I have accordingly taken 
the hint, and two daya since arrived, or rather took up 
my abode at Weaton, You, perhaps, have never made 
the experiment, but 1 can assure yon, that the confiision 
which attends a transmigration of this kind is infinite, 
and has a. terrible efiect in deranging the intellects. 
I have been obliged to renounce my Homer on the 
occasion, and though not for many daya, I feel as if 
Btudy and meditation, so long my confirmed habits, 
were on a sudden become impracticable, and that I 
shall certainly find them so when J attempt them 
again. But in a scene so much quieter and pleasanter 

' Nov. 17, 178(3. 
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than that which 1 have just escaped from, in a house 
so much more commodious, and with furniture about 
me so much more to my taste, I shall hope to recov<^r 
my Uterary tendency again, when once the hustle of 
the occasion shall have subsided. 

" How glad I should be to receive you under a 
Toof, where you would find me so much more comi'ort- 
ably accommodated than at Olney I I know your 
warmth of heart toward me, and am sure that you 
would rejoice in my joy. At present, indeed, I have 
not had time for much self-gratulalion, hut have every 
reason to hope, nevertheless, that in due time I shall 
derive considerable advantage, both in health and 
Bpirits, from the alteration made in my whereabout" 

On the same day he announced his removal to 
'Mr. Newton, " When God speaks to a chaos," said 
'lie, " it becomes a scene of order and harmony in a 
moment; but when his creatures have thrown one 
house into confusion by leaving it, and another by 
tumbling themselves and their goods into it, not leas 
-than many days' labour and contrivance is necessary to 
them their proper places. And it belongs to tur- 
iture of all kinds, however convenient it may be in 
iiia place, to be a nuisance out of it. We find ourselves 
here in a comfortable dwelling. Such it is in itself; 
and my cousin, who has spared no expense in dressing 
it up for us, has made it a genteel one. Such, at least, 
it will be when its contents are a little harmonised 
US on Tuesday, and on Wedn da n h 
Mrs. Unwin and I took posses n I o Id 
help giving a last look to my old p d 

incts ; Olid though 1 cannot casilv a n f 
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Bltaviiig been miserable tbere so many years, felt somc- 
■ thing' like a beart-ache when I tuok my last leave of 
e, that certainly in itself had nothing to enga^ 
'■ffection. But I recollected that I had once been 
happy there, and could not, without tears in my eyes, 
bid adieu to a place id which God had so otlen found 
me. The human mind is a greatmystery ; mine, at least, 
appeared to me to be such npon this occasion. I found 
that 1 not only had a tendemeaa for that ruinous abode, 
because it had once known me happy in the presence 
of God ; but that even the distress I had suffered for 
so long a time, on account of his absence, had endeared 
it to me as much. I was weary of every object, had 
long wished for a change, yet could not take leave 
without a pang at parting. What consequences are to 
attend our removal, God only knows. I know well 
that it is not in situation to effect a cure of melancholy 
like mine. The change, however, has been entirely a 
providential one ; for much as I wished it, I never 
uttered that wish, except to Mrs, Unwin. When I 
learned that the house was to be let. and had seen it, 
I had a strong desire that Lady Hesketh should take 
it for herself, if she should happen to like the coiintry. 
That desire, indeed, is not exactly fulfilled ; and yet, 
upon the whole, is exceeded. We are the tenants ; 
but she assures us that we shall often have her for a 
guest ; and here is room enough for us all. You, I 
hope, my dear friend, and Mrs. Newton, will want no 
assurances to convince you that you will always be 
received here with the sincerest welcome. More wel- 
than you have been, you cannot be ; but belter 
accommodated you may and will be." 



\ They had been little more than a fortnight in their 
( habitation, before they received an account of 
r. Unwin's being dangerously ill, and this was speedily 
d by tidings of his death. Mr. Henry Thornton, 
with whom he was travelling', had been seized with a 
typhus fever at Winchester, and recovered from it ; 
Unwin took the infection, and to him it proved fatal. 
He was a man of aincere but sober piety, and of con- 
siderable talents, whichhe had carefully improved. His 
disposition was cheerful, his affe<;tioiis warm and con- 
stant, and his manners singularly amiable; . . one of 
Ltkose rare persons who are liked at first sight, and 
Kloved in proportion as they are known. Cowper was 
Pilot the only distinguished author who consulted lum 
upon his writings ; his old tutor, Paley, hod the same 
high opinion of his judgement, and manifested it by 
the same proof. At Lady Hesketh'a recommendation, 
the guardians of her late husband's heir, bein^ very 
desirous of finding a tutor who would train him up 
conscientiously and wisely in the way he should go, 
. had just concluded an arrangement for placing him 
Llrith Mr. Unwin. 

I " It is well for his mother," said Cowper, " that she 

[has spent her life in the practice of an habitual acqui- 

escence in the dispensations of Providence ; else, 1 

know that this stroke would have been heavier, after 

all that she has suffered upon another account, than she 

(could have borne'." " She suffers this stroke, not 

ire patience and submission than I expected, 

!ver knew her hurried by any affliction into 

! loss of either, but in appearance, at least, and at 

' To LB.Iy HeBt*[h, Uet, i. 
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present with less injury to her health thaa I appre- 
hended V 

Cowpor himself appeared to suffer less than those 
who knew his love for the deceased might have e 
pected. Alexander Knox ha* observed, " that the 
difference hetween the letters written to Mr. Newton 
and to Unwin is particularly atrikin)^ ;" that " there is 
regard and estimation in the one; iriendship, genuine, 
and vivid, in the other*." Like the mother, Cowper 
controlled hia feelings; but the sorrow which (~ 
sustained with the composure of a mind habitually 
subdued, he made an effort to throw off. " She," 
said he, " derives, as she well may, great conso- 
lation from the thought, that he lived the life and 
died the death of a Christian. The consequence is, 
if possible, more unavoidable than the most mathe- 
matical conclusion, that therefore he is happy. So 
farewell, luy friend Unwin I ihe first man for whom 
I conceived a friendship after my removal from St. 
Albans, and for whom I cannot but still continue 
to feel a friendship, though I shall see thee with 
these eyes no more !" To Mr. Newton, he said that 
it was a subject on which he could aay much, and 
with much feeling, but that, habituated as his mind 
had been these many years to melancholy themes, he 
was glad to excuse himself the cootemplation of them 
as much as possible ; and he could not think of the 
widow and children whom Mr. Unwin had left without 

' To Mr. Smith, Dec. P, 

' CoTTespondflncp wilh Bishop Jebh, »ol. i. p. 27*. " I »np- ' 
?," he adds, " there an not in tii« woili) ledeTB eqml in 
it, S9 compositions, lo those of Cowper to L'nwin." 
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an heart-ache such as he never remembered to have 
felt before'. 

He applied himself to the revision of his Homer, and 
in his letters to his cousin resumed that playful man- 
ner which rendered them so delightful. But it soon 
appeared that he had reckoned upon more strength 
than he possessed. " I have not touched Homer 
to-day," he says, (the fiflb after be bad announced hia 
friend's decease to Lady Hesketh). " Yesterday was 
one of my terrible seasons, and when 1 arose this 
morning, I found that I had not sufficiently recovered 
myself to engage in such an occupation. Having let' 
ters to write, I the more willingly gave myself a 
dispensation. — Good night* I" Two days after, he says, 
" the cloud that I mentioned to you, my cousin, has 
passed away, — or perhaps the skirts of it may still 
hang over me. I feel myself, however, tolerably brisk, 
and tell you so because I know you will be glad to 
hear it. The grinners at John Gilpin little dream 
what the author sometimes suffers. How I haled 
myself yesterday for having ever wrote it I May God 
bless thee, my dear I Adieu'." 

But the cloud which he hoped had passed away was 
again gathering. " Once since we left Olney," says be to 
Mr, Newton, " I had occasion to call at our old dwelling; 
and never did I see ao forlorn and woeful a spectacle. 
Desertcdof its inhabitants, it seemed as if it eouldnever 
be dwell in for ever. The coldness of it, the drearineas, 
and the dirt, made me think it no unapt resemblance 
of a soul that God has forsaken. While he dwelt in it, 
and manifested himself there, he could create his own 
' Dtfc. lli. " DvK.9. 1 Dec. II, 
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:omiiiodations, and give it occasionally the ■ 
ance of a palace ; but the moment he withdraws, tlo4 
takes with him all the furniture and emhellishment of 
his graces, it becomes what it was before he entered it 
—the habitation of vermin, and the ima^e of desola- 
tion. Sometimes I envy the living, but not much, or 
Ot long : for while tiey live, as we call it, they too 
re liable to desertion. But the dead who have died 
1 the Lord, I envy always ; for they, I take it for 
granted, can be no more forsaken." 

He was not, however, yet wholly possessed by such 
feelings, and seems to have pursued as wise a course 
of self management as the most judicious friend could 
have advised. E^rly in January (the month which 
te dreaded), he says to Lady Hesketh', " I have 
a httle nervous feeling lately, my dear, that has 
somewhat abridged my sleep; and though 1 find myself 
better to day than I have been since it seized me, yet 
I feel my head lightish, and not in the best order for 
■ writing. You will find me, therefore, not only less 
t in mj manner than I usually am when my spirits 
are good, but rather shorter i 1 will, however, proceed 
) scribble till 1 find that it fatigues me ; and then 
will do, as 1 know you would bid me do were you 
here, — shut up my desk and take a walk." 

At this time Mr. Newton expressed his regret, that 
instead of the version on which be was now engaged, 
he had not undertaken a work of his own. He re- 
plied", " I have many kind friends, who, like yourself, 

ish that, instead of turning my endeavours to a trasa^ | 
latiou of Homer, I had proceeded in the way of a 
8 Jan. a, 17B7. " Jan, 13,1707. 
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poetry. But I can truly say that it was ordered other- 
wise, not by me, but by the Providence that governs 
all my thoughts, and directs my intentions as he pleases, 
it may seem strange, but it is true, that after having 
written a volume, in general with great ease to myself, 
1 found it impossible to write another page. The 
mind of man is not a fountain, but a cistern ; and 
mine, God knows, a broken one. It is my creed, that 
the intellect depends as much, both for the energy 
and the multitude of its exertions, upon the operations 
of God's agency upon it, as the heart, for the exercise 
of its graces, upon the influence of the Holy Spirit. 
According to this persuasion, I may very reasonably 
affirm, that it was not God's pleasure that I should 
proceed in the same track,- because he did not enable 
me to do it. A whole year I waited, and waited in 
circumstances of mind that made a state of non-em- 
ployment peculiarly irksome to me. I longed for the 
pen, as the only remedy, but 1 could find no subject ; 
extreme distress of spirit at last drove me, as, if I 
mistake not, 1 told you some time since, to lay Homer 
before me, and translate for amusement. Why it 
pleased God that I should be hunted into such a 
business, of such enormous length and labour, by 
miseries for which He did not see good to afford me 
any other remedy, I know not. But so tt was ; and 
jejune as the consolation may be, and imsuited to the 
exigencies of a mind that once was spiritual, yet a 
thousand limes have I been glad of it ; for a thousand 
times it has served at least to divert my attention, in 
some degree, from such terrible tempests as I believe 
seldom been permitted to beat upon a human 
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Tnind. Let ray friendB, therefore, who wish me some 

I little measure of traQquillity in the perfonnaiice of the 

I moat turbulent voyage that ever Christian mariner 

L made, be contented, that, having- Homer's mountainH 

I and forests to vnndward, I escape, under their shelter, 

I from the force of many a gust that would almost over- 

I set me: especially when they consider tliat, not by 

choice, but by necessity, I make them my refuge. As 

to fame, and honour, and glory, that may be ac4]uired 

by poetical feats of any sort, God knows, that if I could 

lay rae down iu my grave with hope at my side, or sit 

with hope at my side in a dungeon all the residue of 

my days, I would cheerfully wave them all. For the 

little fame that I hare already earned has never saved 

me {rora one distressing night, or from one despairing 

I day, since I first acquired it. For what I am reserved, 

P or to what, is a mystery , — I would fain hope, not merely 

I that I may amuse others, or only to be a translator of 

I Homer." 

i In the same Setter, speaking of one of Mr, New- 
L ton's former parishioners, he alludes to his own stMe, 
I and expresses an opinion concerning it, according with 
I that in which his friend and Mrs. Unwin had acted 
I upon the former recurrence of his malady. — ^' Sdly 
I Perry's case," said he, " has given me much concern. 
I I have no doubt that it is distemper. But distresses of 
I Tuini that are occasioned by distemper, are the moet 
I difficult of all to deal with. They refuse all consola- 
I tion, they wiU hear no reason. God only, hj bis own 
I immediate impression, can remove them ; as after an 
m experience of thirteen years misery, I can abundantly 
I testify." 
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The nervous fever, of which he had complain ed, 
Btill affected him when this letter was written ; during 
a whole week his nights were almoat sleepless, and 
after one effort more, he was forced to lay his transla- 
tion aside. " This," says he, " was a sensible mortifi- 
eation to rae as you may suppoae, and felt the more 
because, my spirits of course failing nith my strength, 
I seemed Co have peculiar need of my old amusement. 
It seemed hard therefore to he forced to resign it just 
when I wanted it most. But Homer's bal.tlea cannot 
be fought by a man who does not sleep well, and who 
has not some little degree of animation in the day 
time. Last night, however, quite contrary to my 
expectations, the fever left me entirely, and 1 slept 
quietly, soundly, and long. If it please God, that it 
return not, I shall soon find myself m u condition to 
proceed, I walk constantly, that Js to say Mrs, Unwin 
and I together ; for at these times I keep her conti' 
inalty employed, and never sutfer her to be absent 
' minutes. She gives me all her time 
and all her attention, and forgets that there is another 
object in the world'"." 

Before, however, this letter was concluded, he found 
it proper to state that the lever, though it sometimes 
seemed to leave him, was not yet gone, that it was 
altogether of the nervous kind, and attended now and 
then with much dejection. " A young gentleman," he 
proceeds to say, " called here yesterday, who came six 
miles out of his way to see me. He was on a journey 
from London to tilasgow, having just left the univer- 

1° To Lwly Ueskeih, 1787. 
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sity there. He came, I suppose, partly to satisfy his 
own curiosity, but chiefly, aa it aeejned, to bring me the 
thanks of the Scotch professors, for my two volumes. 
His name is Rose, an Englishman. Your spirits being 
good, you will derive more pleasure from this incident 

' than I can at preaent, therefore I send it." 

These were the last hues which Cowper wrote before 

' his malady returned upon him with full force. There 

I IB no other account of it than the Uttle which is said 

I in his own letters after Ws recovery, " My indisposi- 
tion could not he of a worse kind. The sight of any 

I face, except Mrs. Unwin's, was to me an insupportable 
giierance; and when it has happened that by forcing 
himself into my hiding-place, some friend has found 
me out, he has had no great cause to exult in his suc- 
cess. — From this dreadful condition of mind, I emerged 
suddenly ; so suddenly, that Mrs. Unwin, having no 
notice of such a change herself, could give none to any 
body ; and when it obtained, how long it might last, 

I or how far it might be depended on, was a matter of 
the greatest uncertainty"." The disease appears to 
have continued about six months before it left him, 
AS thus stated. Mrs. Newton would have come to 
Mrs. Unwin's assistance during her long and painful 
attendance upon the maniac ; but his impatience of 

I any other person's presence rendered this impossible, 
and for the same reason, Mr. Newton deferred an in- 
tended visit to Olney. " You judged rightly," says 
Cowper, " when you supposed that even your com- 
pany would have been no relief to ine ; the company 



f my father or my brother, coiil<l t.hoy hdve returned 
1 the dead to visit me, would have bevn none to 

r The last Tiaitor whom he had seen before Ids 
^izure, happened to be the first also after his reco- 
very. Samuel Rose, ■ . one of those persons whose 
memory will always be preserved with Cowper's, . . was 
1 of Dr. William Rose, who kept a sahool at 
Shiswick, published an edition of Satlust, and was 
jely eoncemed in the Monthly Review ". He found 
m hia second visit, in a state to derive plea- 
B from society ; and the first letter which Cowper 
VBS to thank him for this viat, and for send- 
j hiia Bums's poems. Nothing, he said, but the 
constraint of obligation could have induced bim tii 
write ; but though, in his present state of mind, he 
could taste nothing, he read nevertheless partly froin 
habit, and partly because it was the only thing of 
which he was capable ; and therefore he had read these 
poems, and had read tbem twice. He expressed his 
admiration of them, but remarked, that it would be a 
pity if the author should not hereafter divest himself 
of barbarism, and content himself with writing pure 
English, in which he appeared perfectly qualified to 
excel; and he subscribed himself, "your obliged and 
affectionate humble servant." 

" Nichols's Litemry Anecdotea, vol. iii. p. SB7 "A Ren- 

lleniBii," Mr. Nichols says, "well known .in the rppublic of 
letters, and highly Meemed for liis pohlic tpiKl, his frieadly 
diipoiiilioii, liii runiahte ind vhetrful temper, uid hia uDJTerBBl 
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Hose was only twenty years of age, and there nrnsl 
have bcon something remarkable in the conversation 
and manners of so young a man to have produced so 
favourable an impression on so slight an acquaintance. 
Such impressions are not often fallacious, eapeeially in 
persons of mature years ; and in this instance Uiey 
were fiillv confirmed and justified. After six weeks, 
Cowper, who had not taken up the pen again during 
that interval, wrote to him a second time. " The little 
taste,'' said he, " that 1 have had of your company, 
and your kiudneas in finding me out, make me wish 
that we were nearer neigiibows, and that there were 
so great a disparity in our years ; — that is to 
(ay, not that you were older, but that I were youuger. 
Could we have met in early life 1 flatter myself that 
e might have been more intimate than now we arc 
likely to be. But you shall not find me slow to culti- 
,e auoh a measure of your regard as your friends of 
your own age can spare mo. WTieii your route shall 
lie through this country, I shall hope that the some 
kindness which lins prompted you twice to call on me 
will prompt you again, and I shall be happy if on a 
future occasion I may be able to give you a more 
cheerful reception than can be expected from an inva- 
lid. My health and spirits are considerably improved, 
and I once more associate with my neighbours. My 
head, however, has been the worst part of me, and 
still continues so ; is subject to giddiness and pain, 
. jnaladies very unfavourable to poetical employment ; 
I but a preparation of the bark, which I take regularly, 
I lias so far been of service to nie in those respects as to 
[ encourage in me a hope that by perseverance in the 
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1 may possibly find myself qualified to resume 
the translation of Homer. 

•' When 1 cannot walk, I read, and read perhaps 
more than is good for rae. But 1 cannot he idle"." 

I And now he resuined the correspondence with Lady 
Siesketh, which for seven months had been left to 
Mrs. Unwin. " Though it costs me something to 
Wite," said he, " it would cost me more to be silent. 
My intercourse with my neighhoura being renewed, I 
TOU no longer seem to forget how many reasons there 
we, why you especially should not be neglected, — no 
neighbuur, indeed, but the kindest of my friends, and 
ere long, 1 hope, an inmate. 

" My health and apirits seem to be mending daily. 

■ To what end I know not, neither will conjecture, hut 
■endeavour, as tar as I can, to be content that they do 
10. 1 use exercise, and take the air in the park and 
wilderness. I read much, hut as vet write not. Our 
friends at the Hall make ihemaelves more and more 
amiable in our account, by treating us rather as old 
friends than as friends newly acquired. There are , 
few days in which we do not meet, and I am now 
almost as much at home in their house as in our own. 
Mr. Throckmorton, haring long since put me in poe- 
Ltession of all his grounds, has now given me possession 
Utf ilia library. An acquisition of great value to me, 
I who nerer have been able to live without books since 
B'l first knew my letters, and who have no books of my 
—They often inquire after jou, and ask me whe- 
you visit Weston this summer. I answer, yes, 
1 1 charge you, my dearest cousin, to autheulicatc 
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Lady Heaketh's answer was not delayed, but it gave 
ft melancholy reason wherefore her visit must be post- 
poned. " Come," he replied, " when thou canst come, 
secure of being always welwime ! All that is here is 
thine, together with the hearts of those who dwell here. 
I am only sorry that your journey hither is necflsaarily 
postponed beyond the time when I did hope to have 
seen you ; sorry too that my uncle's infirmities are the 
occafiion of it. But years will have their course, and 
their effect ; they are happiest, so far as this life is 
concerned, who like him escape those effects the 
longest, and who do not grow old before their time. 
Trouble and anguish do that for some, which only 
longevity does for others. A few months since I was 
older than your father is now, and though I have 
lately recovered, as Falstaff says, some amatck ofviy 
goutk, I have but little confidence, in truth none, in 
BO flattering a change, but expect, ftSew IleanC expect 
il, to wither again. The past is a. pledge for the 

The next was in a more cheerful strain, but it gave 
some account of the frightful sensations which he had 
experienced, and of the treatment which had been 
pursued. " 1 continue," he said, " to write, though in 
compassion of my pate, you advised me for the pre- 
sent to abstain. In reality I have no need, at least I 
fceUeve not, of any such caution. Those jarrings that 
" Aug. 30. " Sepi. 4. 
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' made my skull feel like a broken egg-sliell, and those 
twirls that I spoke of, have been removed by an infii- 
aion of the hark, which I have of late constantly ap- 
phed to. I was blooded, indeed, but to no purpose ; 
for the whole complaint was owing' to relaxation. Bat 
the apothecary recommended phlebotomy, in order to 
as<:erlain that matter ; wisely suggesting that if I found 
no relief from bleeding, it would be a sufficient proof 
that weakness must necessarily be the cause. It is 
well when the head is changeable with no weakness but 
what may he cured by an astringent "." — His letters 
now became playful again, and preserved that tone 
even when be spoke of his own diseased sensations. " I 
have a perpetual din," he says, "in my head, and 
though 1 am not deaf, hear nothing aright, neither 
my own voice, nor that of others. 1 am under a tub, 
P from which tub accept my best love. Yours, 

I" W.C."" 
He had not yet, since his recovery, written to 
'Mr. Newton, though more than two months had 
elapsed since he became capable of writing to his 
feends. The letter with which he renewed the cor- 
respondence commenced by confessing an extraordi- 
nary delusion of mind ; concerning which, however, it 
may be doubted whether it had really obtained from 
the time of his former recovery, or had arisen during 
L the last occurrence of his disease, and was like one of 
['those dreams which perplex us with the semblance of 
! imperfectly remembered reality. " My dear 
d," he begins, " after a long hut necessary inter- 
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ruption of our correspondence, I return to it again, in 
one respect, at least, better qualifiedfor it than before; 
1 mean by a belief of your identity, which for thirteen 
years I did not believe. The acquisition of this light, 
if light it may be called, which leaves me as much 
in the dark as ever on the moat intereating subjects, 
releases me however from the diBagreeable suspicion 
that I am addressing myself to you as the friend whom 
I loved and valued so highly in my better days, while 
in fact you are not that friend, but a stranger. I can 
now write to you without seeming to act a part, and 
without having any need to ehai^ myself with dissi- 
mulation ; — a chaise from which, in that state of mind 
and under such an uncomfortable persuasion, I knew 
not how to exculpate myself, and which, as you will 
easily conceive, not seldom made my correspondence 
with you a burthen. Still, indeed, it wants, and is 
likely to want, that best ingredient which can alone 
make it truly pleasant either to myself or you — that 
spirituality which once enlivened all our intercourse. 
You will tell me, no doubt, that the knowledge I have 
gained is an earnest of more and more valuable infor- 
mation, and that the dispersion bf the clouds in part, pro- 
mises, in due time, their complete dispersion. I should 
be happy to believe it ; but the power to do so is at 
present far from me. Never was the mind of man 
benighted to the degree that mine has been. The 
storms that have assailed me would have overset the 
faith of every man that ever had any ; and the very 
remembrance of them, even after they have been long 
laased by, makes hope impossible." 
Thanking him then for Mrs. Newton's proffered 



lis own part and Mrs. Unwin's, " whose 
poor bark," said he, " is still held together, thoug^h 
shattered hy being tossed and agitated so long at the 
aide of mine," he excused himself for not writing 
more at length, on the ground that it did not suit him 
to write much at a time ; saying, '' this last tempest 
has left my nerves in a worse condition than it found 
them ; my head especially, though bettor informed, is 
more infirm than ever'"," 

He had now the hope of soon seeing Lady Hesketh, 
to whom he says, " You have made us both happy 
by giving us a nearer prospect of your arrival. But 
Mrs. Unwin says, you must not fix an early day for 
your departure, nor talk of staying only two or three 
weeks, because it will be a thorn that she shall lean 
upon ail the time you are here ; and ko say I. It 
b a comfort to be informed when a visitor will go, 
e wish to be rid of, but the reverse of a com- 
cousin, when you are in question ''." As the 
^it must have been for so short a time, its farther 
ferment caused the less disappointment ; and Cow- 
s' could not but acquiesce in the reasons which de- 
fied Lady Hesketh in town. " 1 rend uith much 
y dear cousin," said he, " the account that 
you give of my uncle, his snug and calm way of living, 
the neatness of his httle person, and the cheerfulness 
of his spirit. How happy is he at so advanced an 
age to have those with him, whose chief delight is to 
eatertaiu him, and to be susceptible as be is, of being 
amused ! Longevity, that in geueral, either deprives 
a of bis friends, or of the power of enjoyiug their 
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conrersation, deals with him more gently, and still 
indulges liim in the posaession of those privileges which 
alone make life desirable. May he long continue to 
posaess thent 1 I acquiesce entirely in the justness of 
your reasoning on this subject, and must needs con- 
'fess that were I your father, I should with great reluc- 
resign you to the demands of any cousin in the 
world. I shall be happy to see you, my dear, yet once 
■^ain, but not till I can enjoy that happiness without 
the violation of any proprietjes on your part, not till 
spare you. Give my love to him, and tell him 
that I am not so much younger than he is notii, as I 
was when I saw him last. As years proceed, the dif- 
ference between the elder and the younger is gradually 
reduced to nothing. But you will come, and in the 
meantime the rich and the poor rejoice in the expec* 
tation of you ; to whom may be added a third sort, 
ourselves for instance, who are of neither of these 
descriptions"," 

The middle of November was fixed for her coming. 
" Now, that there is something like a time appointed," 
he says, " I feel myself a httle more at my case. Days 
and weeks slide imperceptibly away ; November ia at 
hand, and the half of it, aa you observe, will soon he OTer. 
Then, no impediment intervening, we shall meet once 
more, — a happiness of which 1 so lately despaired. My 
uncle, who ao kindly spared you before, mill, I doubt 
BOt, spare you ^ain. He knows that a little frisk in 
country air will be serviceable to you ; and even to my 

iUbre, which is not a little concerned in the matter, 
■suaded he ia not indifferent. For this, and 

" Sept. -iO, I7B7, 
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other reiiaona, I ardeDtly wish that he may 
ijoy, and long enjoy, the measure of health with 

he is favoured"," 
The promise was then for a month, which he said 
would be short indeed unless she could contrive to 
lengthen it. But the middle of November came, and 
with it another postponement. He replied; "Mydear- 
usin, we are therefore not to meet before Chrifit- 
there is a combination of King, Lords, and 
ions, against it, and we must submit. I do it 
with an ill grace, hut in a corner, and nobody, not 
even yourself, shall know with how much reluctance. 
In consideration of the necessity there is, that should 
you come on this aide Christmas, you must return im- 
mediately after the holidays, on acraimt of those three 
limbs of the legislature coming together again, I am 
so far well content that your journey hither should be 
postponed till your continuance here shall he less liable 
to interruption ; and I console myself, in the mean 
time, with frequent recollections of that passage in 
letter, in which you speak of frequent vbits to 
on. This is a comfort on which I have only one 
iwback ; and it is the reflection that I make without 
able to help it, on the state and nature of my 
constant experience, which has taught me that what 1 
hope for with most pleasure, is the very thmg in which 
I am most Ukely to meet with a disappointment. But 
ifficient to the past is the evil thereof; let tiiturity 
leak for itself*^ I" 

Meantime he began to feel the pleasures, and some 
the inconveniences, of being an eminent author. 

*• OaLSr. -" .Nov. I!, 



Odes were composed to hia honour and glorj-, the 
report of which reached him, though he was not 
always " gratified with their sight." " But I have at 
least," says he", " been tickled with some douceurs 
of a very flattering nature by the post. A lady un- 
known addresses the ' best of men ;' an unknown gen- 
tleman has read my ' inimitable poems,' and invites 
me to his seat in Hampshire ; another incognito gives 
me hopes of a memorial in his garden ; and a Welsh 



attorney Bends n 
. asks 






(, and obligingly 



If you find me a little vain, hereafter, my friend, you 
must excuse it, in conBideration of these powerful in- 
centives, especially the latter; for surely the poet who 
caa charm an attorney, especially a Welsh one, must 
be at least an Orpheus, if not something greater." 
With or without cause, and with or without considera- 
tion, strangers bestowed upon him some of that leisure 
of which they presumed he hud as much to dispose of 
a& themselves, till (in his own words,) he began " to 
perceive, that if a man will be an author, he must live 
neither to himself nor to his friends, so much as to 
I others, whom he never saw nor shall see." 

But the most amusing proof both of his celebrity 
and his good nature, is thus related to Lady Hesketb, 
" On Monday morning last, Sam brought me word 
that there was a man in the kitchen who desired to 

i>ak with me. 1 ordered him in. A plain, decent, 

■" Tq Mr, llagot.Jan. 3, 17U7. 
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'ly figure made its appearance, and berng desired 

to sit, spoke as follows : ' Sir, I aiu clerk of the [larish 

of All Saints in Northampton ; brother of Mr. Cox 

the upholsterer. It is customary for the person in 

^^Kmy office to annex Co a bill of mortality, which he 

^^^BUblishea at Christmas, a copy of verses. You. will 

^^^Bi> me a great favour, sir, if you would furnish me 

^Bliith one." To this 1 replied, ' Mr. Cox, you have 

^^H^erol men of genius in your town, why have you not 

^^^N^plied to some of them ? There is a namesake of 

^^"■VDura in particular, Cox, the statuary, who, every body 

I first-rate maker of verses. He surely is 

a of all the world for your purpose,' — ' Alas ! 

sir, I have heretofore borrowed help from him, but he 

gentleman of so much reading that the people of 

r town cannot miderstand him,' I confess to you, 

y dear, I felt all the force of the compliment impUed 

) this speech, and was almost ready to answer, per- 

(, my good friend, they may find nie unintelligible 

o for the same reason. But on asking him whether 

e had walked over to Weston on purpose to implore 

the assistance of my muse, and on his replying in the 

affirmative, I felt my mortified vanity a tittle consoled, 

}nd pitying the poor man's distress, which appeared to 

'* considerable, promised to supply biro. The wa^on 

B accordingly gone this day to Northampton loaded 

i part with my effusions in the mortuary style. A fig 

«■ poets who write epitaphs upon individuals ! I have 

e that serves tiro hundred persons." 

I Seven successive years did Cowper, in his excellent 

ature, supply the clerk of AH Saints in North- 

i, with his Mortuary verses. 
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But the mo3t pleasing consequence of his celebrity 
was, that it occasioned the renewal of old friendships. 
" When I lived in the Temple," he says to his cousin**, 
" 1 was rather intimate with a son of the late Admiral 
Rowley, and a younger brother of the present admiral. 
Since I wrote to you last, I received s. letter from him 
in a very friendly and affectionate style. It accom- 
panied half a dozen books which 1 had lent him five and 
twenty years ago, and which he apologized for having 
kept so long, telling nic that they had been sent 
to him at Dohlin by mistake, for at Dublin it seems 
he now resides. Heading my poems, he felt, he aaid, 
his fiiendship for me revived, and wrote accordingly." 
That Mr. Rowley had always entertained a jnat 
opinion of Cowper's talents, and cherished an affeC' 
tionate remembrance of him, appears by his having 
preserved the two earliest'* of hia letters which as yet 
have been discovered. And Cowper, who knew Row- 
ley to be " one of the most benevolent and friendly 
creatures in the world," replied'' to his imespected 
reintroduction as cordially as he could have desired. 

HI UE«n nowLtY, Weaton Uuderwood. Feb. SI, 17B8. 

I have not, since I saw you, seen the face of any 
man whom I knew while you an<i I were neighboura 
in the Temple. From the Temple I went to St. Al- 
bans, thence to Cambridge, thence to Huntingdon, 
thence to Olney, thence hither. At Huntingdon 1 
formed a connexion with a most valuable family of the 

» Dec. 19, 1787, " Vol. i. p. 35. 41. 

" Some of the lectris to Mr. Rowlej a:e wanting id Uib col- 
lection with ipliii;!! I hare been entrustad, and among them ia 
llie lirat after llin rEDewal of llirir cotrtsBponileiico. 



me of Unwiii, from which family 1 have never since 
divided. The father of it is dead; his only son is 
; the daughter is married and gone northward; 
Unwin and I live together. We dwell in a neat 
jonifortahle abode in one of the prettiest villages 
the kingdom, where, if your Hibernian engage- 
nts would permit, I should he happy to receive 
We have one family here, aad only one, with 
we much associate. They are Throckmortons, 
iBcendanta of Sir Nicholas of that name, young 
arsons, but sensible, accomplished, and friendly in 
the highest degree. What sort of scenery hes around 
us I have already told you in verae ; there is no need, 
therefore, to do it in prose. I will only add to its 
printed eulogium, that it affords opportunity of walking 
at all seasons, abounding with beautiful grass-grounds, 
which encompass our village on all sides to a con- 
siderable distance. These grounds are skirted by 
woods of great extent, belonging principally to our 
neighbours above mentioned. I, who love walking, 
and who always hated riding'', who am fond of some 
society, but never had spirits that would endure a 
great deal, could not, as you perceive, he better situ- 
ated. Within a few miles of us, both to the east and 
rest, there are other families with whom we mix 
iionaliy ; but keeping no carriage of any sort, I 
reach them often. Lady Hesketh (widow of 
Sir Thomas, whose name, at least, you remember,) 
spends part of the year with us, during which time I 
have means of conveyance, which else arc not at my 
command. 

So much for my situation. Now, what urn 1 doing r 

■" See vol. i. p. 30. 
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Tranalating Homer. Is not thia, vou wiU say, actum 
ngere f But if you think again, you will find that it 
is not. At least, for my own part, I can assure you 
that I have never seen him translated yet, except in 
the Dog-Latin, which you remember to have applied 
to for illumination when you were a school boy. We 
are strange creatures, my little fiiend ; every thing- 
that we do b in reality important, though half that we 
do seems to be push-pin. Not much less than thirty 
years since, Alston and I read Homer through toge- 
ther. We compared Pope with his original all the 
way. The result was a discovery, that there is hardly 
the thing in the world of which Pope was so entirely 
destitute, as a taste for Homer. After the publica- 
tion of my last volume, I found myself without employ- 
ment. Employment is essential tome; I iiave neither 
health nor spirits without it. After some time, the 
recollection of what had passed between Alston and 
myself in the course of this business struck me forci- 
bly ; 1 remembered how we bad been disgusted ; how 
often we had sought the simplicity and majesty of 
Homer in his English representative, and had found 
instead of them, puerile conceits, extravagant meta- 
phors, and the tinsel of modem embellishment in 
every possible position. Neither did I foi^t how 
often we were on the point of burning Pope, as we 
burnt Bertram Montfitchct" in your chambers. I 
laid a Homer before me. I translated a few lines into 

" Some liquM Las fHllea apou tfa« letter, Bnd completeljf 

obliter>.tecl all but ilie initial nnd lual Fjllable of this word. 

, Bm tbe Montlily ReTiaw. for AprU. 17<il. dolircs ■■ Thf Ute 

L and Opinions uf Beitram Montfitoliet, K^. written hy XumaitVC," 

bumble imitation DrTrisCram Sliaody, 



blank verse ; the day Ibllowing a lew more ; and pro- 
eeeding thus till 1 had finbhed the first book, was 
convinced thai I could render an acceptable service to 
the literary world, should I be favoured with health lo 
enable me to translate the whole. The Iliad I trans- 
lated without interruption. That done, I published 
Proposals for a sttbseription, and can boast of a very 
good one. Soon after, I was taken ill, and was hin- 
dered near a twelvemonth. l)ut I have now resumed 
the work, and have proceeded iu it aa far as to the end 
of the fifteenth Iliad, altering and amending ray first 
copy with all the diligence I am master of. For this I 
will be answerable, that it sliall be found a close trans- 
latioQ : in that respect, as faithful as our language, 
not always a match for the Greek, will give me leave 
to make it. For its other quahfications, I must refer 
myself to the judgement of the pubhc, when it shall 
appear. Tluis I have fulfilled my promise, and have 
told you not only how I am at present occupied, but 
how 1 am likely to be for some time to come. The 
Odyssey I have not yet touched. 1 need not, I am 
confident, use any eitraordinary arts of persuasion lo 
secure to myself your influence, as far as it extends. 
If you mention that there is such a work on the anvil 
lis country, in yours perhaps you will meet some- 
I now and then not disinclined to favour it. 1 
Id order you a parcel of printed proposals, if I 
« how to send it. But they are not indispensably 
ecessary. The terms are, two large volumes, quarto, 
Byal paper, three guineas ; common, two. 
I rejoice that you have a post, which, though less 
1 than the labours of it deserve, is yet highly 
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honourable, and so far worthy of you. Adieu, my 
dear Rowley. May peace and prosperity be your 
portion. 

Yours, very affectionately, 

WM. COWPER. 

Mr. Rowley, as might be expected, after this re- 
newal of intercourse, took no little interest in procuring 
subscribers for his friend $ and he met with good success. 
" I am very sensible of your kindness," says Cowper, 
" and considering our long separation, am sensible of 
it the more. Thou art the only one of all my Temple 
connexions who have, or seem to have, adverted to 
me since I left them, seven and twenty years ago. 
From many others I have received numerous acts of 
kindness, but none from them." 

At this time also it was that Mrs. King, whose 
name frequently appears among Cowper*s correspond- 
ents, introduced herself to him by letter, as having 
been intimately acquainted with his brother. This 
lady was wife of the Rev. John King'®, rector of 
Pertenhall'", in Bedfordshire, who was at Westmin- 

** Not Dr. King, nor Perton-Hall, as erroneously printed by 
Dr. J. Johnson and Mr. Grimshawe. 

It has been asserted, that " the perusal of Cowper's poems 
had been the means of conveying impressions of piety to this 
lady*s mind, and it was to record her gratitude and to cultivate 
his acquaintance that she wrote to him.*' Certain readers might 
infer from these words, that Mrs. King was converted by Cow. 
per's poems. But if any such insinuation be intended, it is 
merely gratuitous. Mrs. King was a pious and excellent 
woman, and had then been five and thirty years the happy wife 
of a clergyman. 

More t^HII be said of this lady in the notes to Cowper's 
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with Cowper, but had had little acqiiaiiitauce with 
there, being three years his senior. He replied 
" mournfully, but with cordial kindness, expressed 
desire to becotne better acquainted with one who 
lad been his brother's friend, and subscribed himself, 
" early as it might seem to say it," hers affectionately. 
Mentioning- this communication to Mr. Newton, he 
said, " she is evidently a Christian, and a very gracious 
oue. . . I would she had you for a correspondent rather 
than me. One letter from jou would do her more 
id than a ream of mine." 

Coa'per aeems to have taken little pleasure in con- 
with Mr. Newton's immediate successor in the 
iQJracy of Olney ; it was therefore no loss to him when 
Mr. Scott was removed to the chaplaincy of the Lock 
Hospital, which in those days was a post of honour 
for preachers of his description. The curate who suc- 
ceeded him is only mentioned as having- let port of tln< 
vicarageto Lady Hesketh on her first visit to these parts. 
Moses Browne was then, at eighty.four, so confident in 
the unimpaired vigour of his hale old age, that he pro- 
mised himself, as has before been said, a lease of ten 
years longer; before two had elapsed, his life-tennre 
was at an end, and the living was given to Mr. Bean, 
with more ability than Mr. Scott, and more dia- 
>a than Mr. Newton, was not inferior in piety to 



CorreNpoadence ; llie Kfv. Dr, Gorham, of S1aid«iili?ad> n 
whom the letters addreaseil ta lier nt ibia lime nppertaui. Iiaviii{ 
obligingly enabled me to print tbem from llie origiuals, tor 
rectJy and witboiit mutilBiion.nriiJ fNVOured tne n-iili two wliid 

not before been publisbed. 

Feb. la, 1788. 
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either. Cowper said of him, as soon as they had 
e:(changed visits ou his arrival, " he is a piain, sen- 
sible man, and pleases me much; — a treasure for 
Olney, if Olney eoii understand his value"." Three 
mraiths later he writes to Mr. Newton, " small as the 
distance from Olney is, it has too often the effect ot' a 
separation between the Beans and us. He is a man 
with whom, when 1 can converse at all, I can converse 
on terms perfectly agreeable to myself; who does not 
distress me with forms, nor yet disgust me by the 
neglect of them ; whose mamiers are eaay and natural, 
and his observations always sensible. I ol'ten, there- 
fore, wish them nearer neighbours." 

Bu.t Cowper had now no lack of society, and he 
was fully employed. In the preceding October, John- 
son, who had probably been advised that it was expe- 
dient so to do, called his attention once more to the 
business of translation ; a task to which he applied 
himself forthwith, and with such resolution, that he 
said to his young friend Mr. Rose^, " the necessity of 
applying myself with all diligence to a long work that 
has been hut too long interrupted, will make my 
opportunities of writing rare in fiiture. Ten montlis 
have passed since 1 discontinued my poetical efforts. 
I do not expect to find the same readiness as before, 
till exercise of the neglected faculty, such as it Js, shall 
have restored it to me." Hill and Lady Heeketh 
were both apprehensive that he might resume his 
work too soon, and piu^ue it too closely. To the 
former he said in reply'', " I thank you for the soUei- 

» To Lttdj HeaketL. Mar.:li I'i, 17Ba, 
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tude that you express on the subject of my present 
studies. The work is undoubtedly long and laborious, 
but it has an end; and proceeding leisurely, with a 
due attention to the use of air and exercise, it is 
possible that I may live to finish it. Assure yourself 
of one thing, that though to a by-stander it may seem 
an occupation surpassing the powers of a constitution 
never very athletic, and at present not a Uttle the 
worse for wear, I can invent for myself no employ- 
ment that does not exhaust my spirits more. I will 
not pretend to account for this ; I will only say that it 
is not the language of predilection for a favourite 
amusement, but that the fact is really so. I have even 
found that those plaything-avocations, which one may 
execute almost without any attention, fatigue me, and 
wear away, while such as engage me much, and attach 
me closely, are rather serviceable to me than other- 
wise." 

To Lady Hesketh, he says**, " You need not, my 
dear, be under any apprehensions lest I should too 
soon engage in the translation of Homer. My health 
and strength of spirits for tliis service are, I believe, 
exactly in statu quo prius. But Mrs. Unwin having 
enlarged upon this head, I will therefore say the less. 
Whether I shall live to finish it, or whether, if I 
should, I shaU Uve to enjoy any fruit of my labours, 
are articles in my account of such extreme uncertainty, 
that I feel them often operate as no small discourage- 
ment. But uncertain as these things are, I yet con- 
sider the employment as essential to my present well- 

»* Oct. 97. 



292 LIFE OF COWPER. 

being, and pursue it accordingly. But had Pope been 
subject to the same alarming speculations, — ^had he, 
waking and sleeping, dreamt as I do, — I am inclined to 
think he would not have been my predecessor in these 
labours. For I compliment myself with a persuasion, 
that I have more heroic valour, of the passive kind, at 
least, than he had ; perhaps than any man : it would 
be strange had I not, after so much exercise." 

Cowper did not know that Pope also was troubled 
with dreams while employed upon these labours ; that 
the translation, which in his own case was the anodyne 
remedy, was in his predecessor's the cause of them ; and 
that Homer, as if in vengeance for being so metamor- 
phosed in his version, visited him like a night mare. 
Pope's own account of these visitations had not then 
been published. " What terrible moments," said he, 
" does one feel after one has engaged for a large work ! 
In the beginning of my translating the Hiad, I wished 
any body would hang me a hundi'ed times. Hie Iliad 
took me up six years, and during that time, and par- 
ticularly the first part of it, I was often under great 
pain and apprehension. Though I conquered the 
thoughts of it in the day, they would frighten me in 
the night. I dreamed often of being engaged on a 
long journey, and that I should never get to the end 
of it. This made so strong an impression upon me, 
that I sometimes dream of it still ; — of being engaged 
in the translation, of having got above half way through 
it, and being embarrassed, and under dread of never 
completing it^." 

^ Spence's Anecdotes, pp. 28. 53. 



pope acquired bis love of Homer, in early boyhood, 

from Ogilby's translation"; in gratitude for which he 

oug;bt not to have spoken contemptuously of him in the 

Dunctad, even if Ogilby had not deserved rather to be 

Lheldup as an exnmple of laudable pcrBoveraiiee and 

B moral worth. It was the story which charraed him in 

I this version ; of the character of the original he could 

■.have perceived as little ..as is to be perceived in his 

But Cowper, when he learnt " the tale of Trov 

I £vine,'' and followed Ulysses in his wanderings, was 

same tune familiarized with the spirit of the 

■ flomeric poems : and in his deep perception of their 

lioharacter and beauty, bis undertaking originated. 

i-Popo has said that bis impelUng motive to a work not 

much suited to his inclination, " was purely the want 

if money"' at a time when he had none, not even to 

buy books." This was said in conversation; and there 

b nothing derogatory in the plain truth thus bluntly 

told. His object waa to render himself independent 

by employing hia great talents in the way which was 

^H- Kkely to procure for bun the largest reward. With 

^^BiCowper it was a labour of love; "this notable job," 

^^Hwd he, " is the delight of my heart, and how sorry 

^^H " Sir William Forbes Dolice^ llie remmliBble fact, tliaC 

^^^^togillij's llomei sbuuld have beeo " [Le first book by wliioli 

^^Vpope WDB ioiiiited iu poetry, aiid Ogilby'a ^'i^giI. ilie £rat 

^^ book iu English verse ihM IJefttlia mui witli. BesUia n-a* 

TDKile very bsppy, when in the latler part of bis life, n frieud 

who knew Ibi>. preseQleil bimwiib H tO[iy of die Look." — Li/a 

n/' Bcaiiit, tol. i. p. i. 

Spencp's jttiecdotes, p. 6i, 
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shall I be when it is ended^." The hope of profit was 
an after thought with him. 

Pope's usual method was to take advantage of the 
first heat) and then to correct each book first by the 
original, next by other translations, and lastly to give 
it a reading for the versification only*®." Cowper 
appears never to have seen any preceding version, 
except Pope's, to which he never looked for assistance 
of any kind. Both proceeded at nearly the same rate, 
and corrected with equal diligence**. But Cowper 
never lost sight of the original in his corrections, and 
Pope utterly disregarded it ; the one endeavoured to 
represent it as faithfully as he could, the other ambi- 
tiously laboured to embellish and improve it. 

It is remarkable that Cowper, who took as much 
pleasure in correcting his verses as in composii^ them, 
(when his own taste and judgement were to be con- 
sulted, not those of others,) should have very much 
disliked transcribing them, though transcription fre- 
quently leads to corrections, which if not so suggested, 
might probably never have been made. But having 
that dislike, it was singularly fortunate for him that his 
kind neighbours entered with the most friendly warmth 
into his pursuits, and performed this office for him. 

39 To Lady Hesketh, Dec. 10, 1787. 

*° Spence's Anecdotes, p. 41. 

"*' Pope says, " when I fell into the method of translating 
thirty or forty verses before I got up, and piddled with it the 
rest of the morning, it went on easily enough ; and when I was 
thoroughly got into the way of it, I did the rest with pleasure." 
— Spence, p. 29. 



L Mrs, Thrcickmnrton solicited it wlinn Lady Ileskoth 
I was gone, tind she was his " lady of'theink-txtttlo for the 
I rest of the winter." Mr. George Throckmorton, when 
I tie was visiting his brother, was then the moat active 
I smanuensis : and when the fajnily were absent the chnp- 
Vlain offered his tiervioo. Such assistance was needed. 
I both as it saved his time, and spared his sight ; for 
I though he had once said, " one might almost suppose 
[ thut reading Homer were the best ophthalmic in the 
I world," the inflammation of the eyes, to which he had 
I always been occasionally subject, compelled him some- 
[ times to refrain from using them. But when this dis- 
[ ease was removed, he was so busy a man, " that could 
I I write," said he, " with both himds, and with both at 
[ the same time, verse with one, and prose with the 
I other, I should not even so be able to despatch both 
L my poetry and my arrears of correspondence faster 
I than I have need. The only opportunities thut I can 
I find for conversing with distant friends, are in the 
I early hour (and that sometimes reduced to half a one) 
I before breatfasf." 

I In the winter of 1787 Mrs. Unwin provldentiaJly 

I eacapfd death, and such a death as must have giveu 

I Cuwper a shock which would probably have com- 

I pletely overthrown hb intellect. " This rooming," he 

I writes to Lady Hesketh, " had very near been a Irn- 

I gical one to me, beyond all that have ever risen upon 

ine. Mrs. Unwiu rose as usual at seven o'clock. At 

eight she came to me and showed me her l»ed-gown, 

with a groat piece burnt out of it. Having lighted 

I ber lire, which she always lights herself, slic placed the 

I " To Mr. Newioo, June 5, 17Ba. 
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candle upon the hearth. In a few moments it occurred 
to her, that if it continued there it might possibly set 
fire to her clothes, therefore she put it out. But in 
fact, though she had not the least suspicion of it, her 
clothes were on fire at that very time. She found her- 
self uncommonly annoyed by smoke, such as brought 
the water into her eyes. Supposing that some of the 
billets might be too forward, she disposed them differ- 
ently ; but finding the smoke increase, and grow more 
troublesome, (for by this time the room was filled with 
it,) she cast her eye downward, and perceived not only 
her bed-gown, but her petticoat on fire. She had the 
presence of mind to gather them in her hand, and 
plunge them immediately into the basin, by which 
means the general conflagration of her person, which 
must probably have ensued in a few moments, was 
effectually prevented. Thus was that which I have 
often heard from the pulpit, and have often had occa- 
sion myself to observe, most clearly illustrated ; that 
secure as we may sometimes seem to ourselves, we 
are in reality never so safe as to have no need of a 
superintending Providence. Danger can never be at 
a distance from creatures who dwell in houses of clay. 
Therefore take * care of thyself, gentle Yahoo ! and 
may a more vigilant than thou care for thee^^ !* " 

Farther particulars of this providential escape were 
mentioned in his relation of it to Mr. Newton, . . that 
Mrs. Unwin was kneeling, and had addressed herself 
to her devotions, when the thought struck her that the 
candle being short there might be some danger. The 
hole burnt in her clothes was as large as the sheet of 

*^ Dec. 24, 1787. 
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paper on wliicb he was writing, " It la not," said he- 
possible, perhaps, that so tragical a death should 
, overtake a peraon actually engaged iu praTcr ; for her 
escape seems almost a miracle. Her preeencp of mind 
by which she was enabled, without calling for help, or 
waiting for it, to gather up her clothes, and plunge 

derfiil a part of the occtirrenee as any. The very 
report of fire, though distant, has rendered hundreds 
torpid and incapable of self-succour ; how much more 
was auch a diaability to be expected, when the fire had 
not seized a neighbour's house, nor begun its devas- 
tations in oiu- own, but was actually consuming the 
apparel that she wore, and seemed in possession gf ber 
person. Thus," he said, " Providence had interposi'd 
to preserve him from the heaviest afSictiou that he 
could now suffer." And asking, in a subsequent letter, 
what would become of him in case be were to lose her, 
he added, " I have one comfort, and only one ; bereft 
of that, 1 should have nolbiug left to lean on ; for my 
spiritual props have long since been struck from under 

was said in one of those darker moods which 

I have come over him when he wrote to 

t Mr. Newtou, and to have made the act of writing to 

vhini an irksome duty, which he was aiways willing lo 

^put off. In one of his lellers he says, " Mrs. Newton 

and you are both kind and just in believing that I do 

not love you les:^ when I am long; silent. Perhaps a 

friend of mine, who wishes me to have bim always in 

iny thoughts, is never so effectually pogaessed of the 

" To Mr. .\ev.ion, Del. 1.'., 1791. 
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accomplishment of that wish, as when I have been 
long his debtor; for then I think of him not only 
every day, but day and night, and all day long. But 
I confess at the same time, that my thoughts of you 
will be more pleasant to myself when I shall have 
exonerated my conscience by giving you the letter so 
long your due. TTierefore, here it comes; — little 
worth yoiu* having ; but payment, such as it is, that 
you have a right to expect, and that is essential to my 
own tranquillity." 

That Cowper and Mr. Newton had a true regard 
for each other is certain, . . a regard heightened on the 
one side by a feeling of gratitude, and on the other 
by that of commiseration. While their intercourse 
was colloquial there was a warmth of affection in this 
regard, for Mr. Newton was a man of lively and 
vigorous intellect, with whom Cowper could converse 
upon those equal terms by which conversation is ren- 
dered easy and delightful. But the next door neigh- 
bour and familiar friend was not like the same person 
as the spiritual director who from a distance watched 
jealously over the conduct of his friend, and adminis- 
tered exhortation or reproof as he thought meet. It 
has been seen that his interference was sometimes both 
imwarrantable and unwise. But if his letters in their 
general complexion were Uke those which he addressed 
to other persons, and which are printed among his 
works, they were not such as Cowper could have had 
any pleasure in receiving, .. not such as he requested 
his friend Unwin to write, . . for Mr. Newton sermonized 
in his epistles. There is nothing epistolary about them 
except the beginning and the end. 
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t)n Cowper's part, iherei'ore, the correspondence 
eased to be pleasurable when time lessened the old 
eeling of familiarity ; and at length ao often as he 
I performed it as a duty the cloud came over him. A 
I Romanist who has any great sin to confess, or rum- 
i-ace for small ones to make up a 
' passable account, enters the confeaeinnal with the 
satisfaction of knowing that at greater or less price of 
penance he shall obtain a discharge in full. But even 
to the le^timate influence which Mr. Newton might 
have exercised, Cowper turned a deaf ear. He had 
been encouraged to believe that there was nothing 
illusive in the raptures of his first recovery; and they 
who had confirmed him in that belief argued in vain 
. agunst his illusions now when they were of an oppo- 
» character : . . such are the perilous consequences of 
r. religious euthusiasm. These dark imaginations how- 
im having entire possession of him at 
vas happy in his employment, in his 
I change of abode, in the society of his exceUent neigh- 
1 hours at Weston Hall, in the renewed intercourse with 
I his relations, in the growth of his reputation, and the 
a of the consideration which it had given 
n their eyes and with the public, above all in the 
h expectation of Lady Heeketh's annual return. That 
r pleasure was postponed in consequence of her lather's 
L gradual decline ; a circumstance alluded to in the fol- 
ding poem, which is here printed from the original *", 
y AS sent to Lady Hesketh. 

■ topj from wliich it was publisbsil «fter Ids deaUi Lad 
a'ly altered. 
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BENEFACTIONS. 

A POEM IN SHENSTONE's MANNER. 
ADDRESSED TO MY DEAR CX)Z, APRIL 14, 1788. 

This cap that so stately appears 

With ribbon-bound tassel on high, 
Which seems by the crest that it rears 

Ambitious of brushing the sky ; 
This cap to my Harriet I owe ; 

She gave it, and gave me beside 
A ribbon, worn out long ago. 

With which in its youth it was tied. 

This chair that I press at my ease, 

With tresses of steeds that were black 
Well cover'd, and wadded to please 

The sitter, both bottom and back ; 
Thick-studded with bordering nails, 

Smooth-headed and gilded and bright, 
As Vesper, who when the day fails. 

Adorns the dark forehead of Night : 

These carpets, so soft to the foot, 

Caledonia's traffic and pride, 
(Oh spare them, ye Knights of the Boot, 

Dirt-splash'd in a cross-country ride !) 
This table and mirror within, 

Secure from collision and dust. 
At which I oft sliave cheek and chin. 

And periwig nicely adjust : 

This moveable structure of shelves, 

Contrived both for splendour and use. 
And charged with octavoes and twelves. 

The gayest I had to produce ; 
Where flaming in scarlet and gold 

My poems enchanted I view. 
And hope in due time to behold 

My Iliad and Odyssey too : 
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This china that decks the alcove. 

Which mortals have named a beaufette. 
But what the Gods call it above 

Has ne*er been revealed to us yet : 
These curtains that keep the room warm 

Or cool, as the season demands ; 
Those stoves which for figure and form 

Seem the labour of Mulciber's hands : 

That range, from which many a mess 

Comes smoking the stomach to cheer ; 
That tub, — (you might bathe in a less,) 

Where malt is transformed into beer: 
These painted and unpainted chairs. 

Those cushioned, these curiously framed ; 
• Yon bedding and bed above stairs, 

With other things not to be named : 

These items endear my abode. 

Disposing me oft to reflect 
By whom they were kindly bestowed. 

Whom here I impatient expect. 
But, hush ! She a parent attends, 

Whose dial-hand points to eleven. 
Who, oldest and dearest of friends. 

Waits only a passage to Heaven. 

Then willingly want her awhile, 

And, sweeping the chords of your lyre, 
The gloom of her absence beguile 

As now, with poetical fire. 
'Tis yours, for true glory athirst. 

In high-flying ditty to rise 
On feathers renown'd from the first 

For bearing a goose to the skies. 

Mr. Rose meantime had visited him again, and was 
" assured of an undissembling welcome at all times," 
both on his own part and Mrs. Unwinds ; " as to her,*' 
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said Cowper, " she is one of the sincerest of the human 
race ; and if she receives you with the appearance of 
pleasure, it is because she feels it. Her behaviour on 
such occasions is with her an affair of conscience, and 
she dares no more look a falsehood than utter one^." 
Her daughter, Mrs. Powley, and her husband came 
also to Weston ; " her," he says, " we found much 
improved in her health and spirits ; and him, as always, 
affectionate and obliging. It was an agreeable visit ; 
and as it was ordered for me, I happened to have 
better spirits than I have enjoyed at any time since *^." 

On the eve of their departure he wrote to Liady 
Hesketh, and complaining playfully that Mrs. Frog 
prolonged her stay in London, " it is true," he said, 
" that northerly winds have blown ever since she lefc 
us, but they have not prevented the most exuberant 
show of blossoms that ever was seen, nor the singing 
of nightingales on every hedge. Ah, my cousin, thou 
hast lost all these luxuries too; but not by choice; 
thine is an absence of necessity. The wilderness is 
now in all its beauty. I would that thou wert here to 
enjoy it^® !" 

Ashley Cowper died in the ensuing month, at the 
age of eighty-six. It is worthy of remark that Cow- 
per's letters upon the occasion could not have been 
written under the influence of an uncharitable creed, 
nor of that insane persuasion which characterised his 
disease. 

<6 March 29, 1788. "^ I'o Mr. Newton, June 5. 

<8 May 19. 



TO LADY HESKETll. 
iiEUtEST couain, llie Lutge. June 10, ITBS. 

Your kind letter of precaution to Mr, Gregson 

it him hither as soon an rhapel-service was ended 

the evening. But he found me already apprized of 

le event that occasioned it, by a line irom Sephus, 

' ed a few hoitrs before. My dear unuje's death 

,kened in me many reflections, which for a timo 

k my spirits. A man like him would have been 

mourned, had be doubled the age he reached. At 

any age bis death would have been felt as a loss, that 

no survivor could repair. And though it was not 

probable, that for my own part I should ever aec hint 

yet the consciousness, that he still lived, was a 

•t to me. Let it comfort ua now, that we have 

him only at a time, when nature could afford him 

longer ; that as his life was blameless, so was 

death without anguiah; and that he is gone to 

know not, that human lite, in its most 

prosperous stat«, can present any thing to our wishes 

half so desirable as such a close of it. 

Not to mingle this subject with others, that would 
ill suit with it, I will add no more at present, than a 
warm hope that you and your sister will be able effev' 
tually to avail yourselves of all the consolatory matter 
with which it abounds. You gave yourselves, while 
he lived, to a father, whose life was, doubtless, pro- 
long^ by your attentions, and whose tenderness of 
^sposition made him always deeply sensible of your 
I kindness in this respect, as well as in many others. 
■His old age was the happiest that 1 Lave ever known. 
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and I give you both joy of having had so fair an 
opportunity, and of having so well used it, to approve 
yourselves equal to the calls of such a duty in the 
sight of God and man. 

W.C. 

TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, June 15, 1788. 
Although I know that you must be very much 
occupied on the present most affecting occasion, yet, 
not hearing from you, I began to be uneasy on your 
account, and to fear that your health might have suf- 
fered by the fatigue, both of body and spirits, that you 
must have undergone, till a letter that reached me 
yesterday from the General set my heart at rest, so 
far as that cause of anxiety was in question. He 
speaks of my uncle in the tenderest terms, such as 
show how truly sensible he was of the amiableness 
and excellence of his character, and how deeply he 
regrets his loss. We have indeed lost one who has 
not left his like in the present generation of our family, 
and whose equal, in all respects, no future of it will 
probably produce. My memory retains so perfect an 
impression of him, that, had I been painter instead of 
poet, I could from those faithftil traces have perpe- 
tuated his face and form with the most minute exact- 
ness ; and this I the rather wonder at because some 
with whom I was equally conversant five-and-twenty 
years ago, have almost faded out of all recollection 
with me. But he made an impression not soon to be 
effaced, and was in figure, in temper, and manner, and 
in numerous other respects, such as I shall never be-» 
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hold again. I ofti?n think what a joyful interview 
there has been between him and some of his cunlem- 
poraries, who went before him. Tlie truth of the 
matter 13, my dear, that they are the happy ones, and 
that we shall never be such ourselves till we have 
joined the party. Can there be any thing go worthy 
of our warmest wishes as to enter on an eternal, un- 
diangeable state, in blesHed fellowship and communion 
with those whose sodety we valued moat, and for the 
best reaeons, while they continued with us ? A few 
steps more through a vain, foolish world, and this 
happiness will be yours. But he not hasty, my dear, 
to accomphsh thy journey ! For of all that live [hou 
art one whom I can least spare; for thou also art one 
L who fihalt not leave thy equal behind thee. 

W. C. 

composed these lines also for a memorial of the 
■flood and happy old man : — 

Fnreffell ! endued will] all that could fnga^e 
All besTta to loie cli^e, bo(h in ;oQth and ■((e I 
In prime of life, for spiightliness enroU'd 
Amoug the gty, yet virtaoun as tlie old; 
In life's tut Btage (O blesBings rarely found I ) 

Thraug;h avety period of this chiuigetul state, 
Uncbanged thyself, wise, ^od, aBecdoaate I 
Marble may dslter; aud leat tbia sbauld Mtem 
O'erohuged with praises on so dear b theme, 
Altlioogh thy worth be more than half suppretis'd. 
Lore shall be satisfied, and reil Iba re«l. 

Cowper had written to Lord Thurlow at the same 
ft'time as to Cotman, upon issuing the Proposals for his 
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Homer, and he had obtained no answer. But Lady 
Hesketh, who neglected nothing whereby she could 
possibly be the means of serving her ctmsin, wrote to 
the Chancellor without his knowledge, and by sending 
hira the letter which she received in reply, opened a 






for the renewal of theii 
My dearest Coz 1 said Cowper", I 



e who has thee 
for a friend will never want a warm one. I send thee 
verbatim and literatim what I have sent to the Chan- 
cellor. His letter is very kind, and haa given me 
much pleasure. Give my love to the generous Sir 
Archer", whom I honour highly for his bounty, and 
assure yourself that I love thee dearly and in every 
comer of my heart. 

Adieu. Thine, 

W. C. 



Your lordship will be very sure that though Lady 
Hesketh did not choose to apprize me of her intcntiona 
to write to you, she has not thoi^ht it necessary to 
observe the same secrecy with respect to your lord- 
ship's answer. The sight of your hand-writing (my- 
self the subject) has awakened in me feelings which 
with you I know will be my sufficient apolt^ for fol- 
lowing her example. They are such as would make it 
difficult for me to be silent, were there any propriety 
in being so. But I see none. Why should I seem 
indifferent where I ought to be warm, and am so; and 

« Aag. 8fi, irSB. 

» Sir Archer Croft, of Croft Caslle, who marriDii a sister of 
Lsdy llesketli's. 
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■what honour would it do me to appear to have forgotten 
a frieud who stiU affectionately remembers me ? 

Had my cousin consulted me before she made appli- 
cation to your lordship in my fiivour, I should probably, 
time that I had both loved and honoured 
for her zeat to serve me, have discouraged that 

;eeding. Not because I have no need of a friend, 
or because I have not the bigheat opinion of your con- 
stancy in that connexion, but because I am sensible 
how difficult it must be even for ynn to assist a man 
in his fortunes who can do nothing but write verses, 
and who must live in the country. But should no 
other good effect even follow her application than 
merely what has already followed it, an avowal on 
your lordship's part that you still remember me with 
affection, I shall be always glad that she acted as she 
didj she has procured me a gratification of which 1 
shall always feel the comfort vfhile I have any sensi- 
bility left. 

i know that your lordship would never have ex- 
pressed even remotely a wish to serve me, had you 
not in reaUty felt one, and will therefore never lay my 
scantiness of income to your account, but should I live 
and die circumscribed as 1 am, and have been ever, in 
my finances, will impute it always to its proper cause, 
my own smgularity of character, and not in the least 
to any deficiency of good will in your lordship's dispo- 
sitions toward me. 

I will take this opportunity to thank you for having 
honoured my Homer with your subscription. In that 
hvork I labour daily, and now draw near to a close of 
Iliad, after having been, except an intermission of 
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eight months oecaHioned by illness, three years em- 
ployed in it. It seemed to me, after al! Pope's doings, 
that we Ktill wanted an English Homer; and may I 
but be happy enough to supply the delect, and to merit 
your lordship's approbation, I shall envy no poet on 
the earth at present, nor many that have gone before 

I have the honour to be, my lord, your lordship's 
most obliged aud atTectiunate, 

W". COWPER. 



The Newtona paid him a visit at the latter end 
of summer. Cowper enjoyed their society ; but the 
letter which be wrote to Mr. Newton, after being ap- 
prized of his safe return to town, was in a diseased 
and ominous strain. " I found," said be, " those com- 
forts in your visit which have formerly sweetened all 
our interviews, in part restored. I knew you; knew 
you for the same shepherd who was sent to lead me 
out of the wilderness into the pasture where the chief 
Shepherd feeds his flock, and felt my sentiments of 
affectionate friendahip for you the same as ever. But 
one thmg was still wanting, and that thing the crown 
of all. I shall find it in God's time, if it be not lost 
for ever. When I say this, I say it trembling; for at 
what time soever comfort shall come, it will not come 
without its attendant evil ; and whatever good thing 
may occur in the interval, I have sad forebodings of 
the event, having learned by experience that I was 
bom to be persecuted with peculiar lury, and assuredly 
believing, that such as my lot has been, it will be to 
the end. This belief is connected in my mind with 
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1 observation I have often made, and is perhajis 
founded, in great part, upon it : that there is a certain 
ntyle of dispensations maintained by Providence in the 
dealings of God with every man, which, however the 
incidents of his life may vary, and though he may be 
thrown into many ditFerent situations, is never es- 
changed for another. The style of dispensation pecu- 
liar to myself has hitherto been that of sudden, violent, 
unlooked-for change. When I have thought mjself 
falling into the abyss, I have been caught up again ; 
when I have thoujfht myself on the threshold of a 
happy eternity, I have been thrust down to hell. The 
rough and the smooth of such a lot, taken together, 
should perhaps ha\ e taught me never to despair ; but 
throupth an unhappy propensity in my nature to fore- 
bode the worst, they have, on the contrary, operated 
Be an admonition to me never to hope. A firm per- 
suasion that I can never durably enjoy a comfortable 
State of mind, but must be depressed in proportion as 
I have been elevated, withers my joys in the bud, and, 
in a manner, entombs them before they are bom : for 
I have no expectation but of sad vicissitude, and ever 
believe that the last shock of all will be fatal." 

These were dark forebodings ; yet they had not pre- 

I •rated him ftwm enjoying the society of his friend, 
Mrhose visit, he said to Lady Hesketh, had been very 
j^reeable. Rose, who was always a welcome guest, 
became now a frequent one, performing his journeys 
on foot, with a confidence in his own strength, which 
Cowper warned him against presuming on too much. 
He was there during part of Mr. Newton's stay, and 
transcribed a book of the Iliad ; and returning in Octo- 
ber, rendered farther assistance of the vame kind. 
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This able and amiable young iDan, then in his twenty- 
first year, had attached himself with great warmth of 
affection to Cowper, and became, as he well deaerved 
to be, a favourite with him and with all his friends. 
Lady Heaketh was at Weston when he arrived, and 
the account of their way of life which he gave in a 
letter"' to his favourite sister, Harriet, will be read 
with pleasure by all who take aa interest in Cowper'g 
histbry. 

Weston Lodge, Oct. 35, 178B. 

" I am at length settled in the house of quiet hap- 
piness and undisturbed comfort, whei-e I may aay I 
enjoy myself with the most perfect enjoyment, and 
look forward to the period of my departure with melan- 
choly regret. My arrival here was delayed nearly a 
week bevnnd my original plan, which I must lament, 
because 1 shall necessarily have less of Mr. Cowper's 
company. I came here on ThuTBday ; and here I 
found Lady Hesketh, a very agreeable, good-tempered, 
sensible woman, pohte without ceremony, and suffi- 
ciently well-bred to make others happy in her com- 
pany. I here feel no restraint, and none is wished to 
be inspired. The ' noiseless tenor' of our lives would 
much please and gratify you. An account of one day 
will furnish you with a tolerably accurate idea of the 
manner in which ail our time is passed. We rise at what- 
ever hour we choose ; breakfast at half ai^er nine, take 
about an hour to satisfy tie aentiment, not the appe- 
tite, — for we talk — ' good Heavens, how we talk !' and 
enjoy ourselves most wondiirfully. Then we separate, 

" Tbii is one of llie connnunicitians for whinh I iid obliged 
J] Mr. William Fan Row, of the Navy Fa; Office, the kid of 
Cowper't friend. 
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and dispose of ourselves as our different inclinations 
point. Mr. Cowper to Homer. Mr, R. to transcribing- 
what is already translated. Lady Heskcth to work, 
and to books alternately ; and Mrs. Unwin, who in 
every thing but her fiice, is hke a kind angel sent from 
heaven to guard the health of our poet, is busy in 
domestic concerns. At one, our labours finished, the 
poet and 1 walk for two hours. I then drink most 
plentiful draughts of iastniction which flow from hia 
lips, instruction so sweet, and goodness so exquisite, 
th&t one loves it for its flavour. At three we return 
and dress, and the succeeding hour brings dinner upon 
the table, and collects again the smiling countetiances 
of the family to partake of the neat and elegant meal. 
Conversation continues till tea-time, when an enter- 
taining volume engrosses our thoughts till the lust meal 
is announced. Conversation again, and then rest be- 
fore twelve, to enable ns to rise again to the same 
round of innocent, virtuous pleasure. Can you won- 
der that I should feel melancholy at the thought of 
leaving such a family; or rather, will you out be sur- 
prised at my resolution to depart from this quiet scene 
lOn Thursday ncit?" 

At that time Cowper was as happy as he appeared 
to be. His health was better than it had been tor 
years. " Long time," he says, " I had a stomach 
that would digest nothing, and now nothing disagrees 
with it ; an amendment for wliich, I am, under God, 
indebted to the daily use of soluble tartar, nhich 1 
have never omitted these two years"." Telling Hose, 

" To Mr. SmiUi, Dec. 90. 17110. 
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aAer his departure, that they were all in good health, 
and cheerful, he added, " this 1 say, knowing you will 
be glad to hear it, for you have seen the time when 
this could not be said of all your friends at Weston^." 
The society of this youug friend had been very itgree- 
able to him. " I have taken," said he, " since yoa went 
away, mtinv of the walks which we have taken together ; 
and none of them, I believe, without thoughts of you. 
1 have, though not a good memory in general, yet a 
good local memory, and can recollect by the help of a 
tree or stile, what jou said on that particular spot. 
For this reason 1 purpose, when the summer is come, 
to walk with a book in my pocket; what I read at my 
fireside I fui^et, but what I read under a hedge, or at 
the side of a pond, that pond and that hedge will 
always bring to my remembrance ; and tlus is a sort of 
wiemoria lechnica, which I would recommend to you 
if I did not know that you have no occasion for it°'." 

The health of one of the party received a shock, when 
during a irost, Mrs. Unwin slipt on the gravel walk, 
fell, and was so severely bruised below the hip, that 
she was for some time completely cripplf d; indeed she 
never recovered her former strength. At first, how- 
ever, there was amendment enough to keep them in 
constant hope : and Cowper* s spirits continued cheer- 
fill after Lady Hesketh returned in January to town. 
His constant employment materially contributed to 
this; " 1 am the busiest man," said he lo his cousin, 
" that ever lived sequestered as 1 do ; and am never 
idle. My days accordingly roll away with a most 
tremendous rapidily"." 
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Happily there was nothing irksome in any of the 
buaincBB to which he was called. Hia correapon deuce, . . 
except only when npon writing to Mr. Newton, and to 
him alone, the consciousness of his malady arose in liis 
mind, . . was purely pleasurable. He had his own 
I affliction, and that was of the heaviest kind ; but from 
' the ordinary cares and sorrows of life no man was ever 
more completely exempted. All his connexions were 
prosperous. Mr. Unwin was the only friend whose 
longer life must have appeared desirable, of whom death 
bereaved him. From the time when in the prime of 
1 manhood he was rendered helpless, he was provided 
I for by others ; that Providence which feeds the ravens 
I raised up one person after another to minister unto 
him. Mrs. Unwin was to him as a mother; Lady 
Hesketh as a sister ; and when he lost in Unwin one 
who had been to him as a brother, young men, as has 
I already been seen in the instance of Rose, suppUed 
I tfaat loss with almost filial affection. Sad as his story 
I' is, it is not altogether mournful : he had never to 
' complain of injustice, nor of injuries, nor even of neg- 
lect. Man had no part in bringing on his calamity ; 
and to that very calamity which made him " leave the 
herd " like " a stricken deer," it was owing that the 
genius which has consecrated his name, which has 
made hira the most popular poet of his age, and secures 
that popularity from fading away, was developed in 
retirement ; it would have been blighted had he conti- 
f nued in the course for which he was trmned up. He 
I would not have found the way to fame, unless he had 
I missed the way to fortune. He might have been hap- 
I yier m his generation ; but he could never have been 
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BO useful ; with that generation hia memory would have 
passed away, and he would have slept with his fathers, 
instead of hving with those who are the glory of their 
country and the benefactors of their kind. 

The interruptions which took him Hometimes from 
his regular and favourite occupation, were neither 
unweliMime nor unseasonable, occasional change being 
as salutary for the mind as for the body. It was 
suggested to him by his cousin that he might further 
a good cause by composing a poem upon the slave 
trade, which, by the unparalleled exertions of Clarkson, 
and the zeal and eloquence of Wilberforce, had been 
brought before the public so as to make a deep and 
permanent impression. But though it was a subject 
whereon he had more than once ruminated as he lay 
in bed, watching the break of day ; and though it 
appeared to him go important ut that juncture, and so 
susceptible of poetical management, that he felt in- 
clined to start in that career, he said, could he have 
allowed himself to desert Homer long enough, yet 
upon seeing a poem by Hannah More, he dropped 
the half-formed inclination. Hannah More was a 
favourite writer with him ; " she had more nerve and 
energy," he said, " both in her thoughts and language 
than half the he-rhymers in the kingdom." And he 
was the more willing to forego the subject, consider- 
ing that he had already borne his testimony in favour 
of his black brethren, " and had been one of the 
earliest," he said, " if not the first, of those who had, 
in that day, espresaed their detestation of that diabo- 
lical traffic^." 

" Feb. 16, 1788. 
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He had been asked to write aon^ upon the subject, 
as the surest way of reaching the puhlic ear. And 
though at first he felt not at all allured to the under- 
takiug, as thinking that it offered only images of 
horror by no means suited to that style of composi- 
tion, yet after " turning the matter in his mind as many 
ways as he could," he produced five". " If you hear 
ballads sung in the streets on the hardships of the 
negroes in the islands," he says to Rose^, " they are 
probahly mine. It must he an honour to any man to 
have given a stroke to that chain, however feeble." 
There waa only one of them with which he was him- 
self satisfied : though " I have heard them," he says, 
" all well spoken of. But there are very few things 
of my own compositian that I can endure to read 
when they have been written a month, though at first 
they seem to me to be all perfection*." There was 

Thrie," be laya to GeaetsI Cowper, " and that which 
s lo myself the hen of ihoaa three I have aent you. Of 
lec two, one is serions, in B strain of ihou^lit perhajiB 
too aerioas, and I could not help it. The otltei, of 
which the slave-trader ia bimaelf the aahject, is somewhat 
ludicrooa." 

The Morning: Dream ia nhal he aent to llie General ; and he 
■fleiwaids wrote two others, which sie likewise [iiinted among 
Ini poema. The one of which he mid that perhaps it was rather 
PM serious, has not ( I beliare) appeared. The ot lier tliat he men- 
'lioiied will be found in the Supplementary Notea to the present 
volume. I am obliged for it to Mr. Joseph Fletcher, Jun. who 
baa in his poaaeaaion the ori^nal in Cowper'a writing, i^iveu hy 
bim to hia friend Mr. Bull, and by Mr. Bull U a relic to 
Mr. Fletcher's father. 
" March S9, 1788. 

Lady lleskoth, June S7, t76S. 
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lother cause for his disliking these ballads ; " Slavery," 
laid he*", " and especially negro slavery, because the 
cruelest, is aii odious and disgusting subject. Twice 
or thrice I have been assailed with entreaties to write 
a poem on that theme. But beside that it would be 
..in some sort treason against Homer to abandon him 
!for any other matter, I felt myself so much hurt in 
my spirits the moment I entered on the contemplation 
of it, that 1 have at last determined absolutely to have 
notbuig more to do with it. There are some aeenes 
of horror on which my imagination can dwell, not 
without some complacence : but then they are such 
scenes as God, not man, produces. In earthquakes, 
high winds, tempestuous seas, there is the grand as 
well as the terrible. But when man is active to dis- 
turb, there is such meanness in the design, and such 
cruelty in the execution, that I both hate and despise 
the whole operation, and feel it a degradation of poetry 
to employ her in the description of it. I hope also, 
that the generality of my countrymen have more gene- 
rosity in their nature than to want the Addle of verse 
to go before them in the performance of an act to 
which they are invited by the loudest calls of hu- 
mmtj." 

Some years hack, between the publication of his 
first and second volumes, he had been asked to con- 
tribute to a journal, the title of which does not appear. 
The application seems to have been made through 
Mr. Newton, te whom he rephed, " From the Uttle I 
have seen, and the much I have heard, of the manager 
Qf the Review you mention, I cannot feel even the 

*i To Mr. Bagot, June 17, 
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imalleat push of a desire to s<MTe him in the capacity 
of a poet, ludeed, I dislike him so much, that, hod 1 
a drawer-full of pieces fit for his purpose, 1 hardly 
think I 'should contrihute to his collection. It Ig 
possible, too, that 1 may live to be once more a pub- 
lieher myself, in which case 1 should be glad to find 
myself in possession of any such original pieces as 
might decently make their appearance in a volume of 
my own. At present, however, I have nothing that 
would be of use to him." 

There was another journal at that time, called the 
Theological Miscellany, with which he was better 
pleased, and in which Mr. Newton was concerned. 
For this he was disposed to translate a book of Carac- 
upon Self Acquaintance, . . a chapter for each 
ithly number. If Mr. Newton thought such a eon- 
ibution would be welcome, " a labour of that sort," 
he said. " would suit him better, in his then state of 
mind, than original composition on religious subji'cts." 
Upon farther consideration however though he re- 
tained his liking for the book, he perceived that it was 
not sufficiently consonant with the principles upon 
which the journal was established and condnct«l. 
From tiiat time he seems never to have thought of 
contributing to any periodical work, except occasion- 
ally to the Gentleman's Magazine, till Johnson re- 
quested his assistance in the Analytical Review, then 
recently established. The original scheme of that 
review, as projected by Mr. Thomas Christie, (a 
person equally remarkable for his attainments and his 
ahihties,) was, that the contributors should affix their 
names to their respective articles ; but upon farther 
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ft consiiieration, this part of the plan was abancioiied, as 
T being liable to objections not less weight; than those 
I that may obviously be made against the ordinury pnu;- 

The first number appeared in May, 1788, and in 
the February following Cowper was employed in re- 
viewing Glover's Athenaid. That poet would have 
thought himself fortunate if he had known to whom 
tliia favourite work of his old age had been comniitted. 
For thougjh Cowper calla himself a supercilious reader, 
he was in truth as candid as he was competent. Speak- 
ing of Mrs. Pioizi's Travels, he says in one of his 
letters, " it is the fashion, I understand, to condemn 
them. But we, who make books ourselves, are more 
merciful to bookmakers. I would that every fastidious 
juilge of authors were himself obliged to write I there 
goes more to the composition of a volume than many 
taitics imagine. I have often wondered that the same 
poet who wrote the Dunciad should have written these 
Ikies, 

That mercj I to others shov, 
lliRt meroy ebuw to me. 

Alas for Pope, if the mercy he showed to others waa 
lie measure of the mercy he received I he was the 
less pardonable too, because experienced in all the 
difficulties of composition." 

•' The Athenaid," says Cowper, to his cousin", 
" sleeps while I write this. 1 have made tables of 
contents for twelve books of it, and have yet eight to 
analyse. I must then give somewhat like a critical 
account of the whole, as critical, at least as the brevity 

"I Feb. 4, 17B9. 
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'it will be necessary to observe will allow. A poem 
consistiog of twenty books, could not, perhaps, hope 
for many readers who would go fairly through it ; and 
this has poGsibly missed a part of the praise it might 
have received, had the story been comprised within 
more reasonable limits. I am the more persuaded 
that this is the case, having found in it many pasaag«B 
lib) admire. ]t is condemned, I dare say, by those who 
ver read the half of it. At the same time 1 
lean to say that it is on the whoie a first rate 
lut certainly it does not deserve to be cast 
away as lumber, the treatment which I am told it has 
generally met with." 

Cowper would not have deemed this poem unrea- 
lably long unless he had felt it to be tedious ; and 
rhaps it would not have seemed tedious to him If he 
not undertaken to analyse it and deliver a critical 
opinion upon its merits. A novel, in three such vo- 
lumes as the Athenaid, is not complained of for its 
length; and they who cared nothing for its poetical 
merits or demerits, of which they knew nothing, might 
have been agreeably entertained by the story, and have 
found in it that amusement which is all that the gene- 
rality of readers seek. But Glover had brooded over 
hie hidden treasure too long. More than fifly years 
elapsed from the publication of Leonidas before this 
continuation, or second part, appeared as a posthu- 
mous work three years after the author's decease. 
Had it been puhhsbed while the reputation of the for- 
mer poem was freah, it might have pursued the triumph 
partaken the gale, for its merits are not inferior, 
it has more variety of characters and of incident. 
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But the success of Leoiiidas, like that of Cato. had 
been foctitioua, anii though it had hitherto supported 
itself, it could not buoy up the Athenaid. Glover had 
been an influential man in the city at a time when parties 
in the state ran high, and were nearly equally poised ; 
he was possessed of more than ordinary talents and 
learning, as well as great mercantile knowledge, and just 
weight of character ; and the party with which he acted 
Nworded his services against Sir Rohert Walpole's ad- 
ministration, by extolling a respectable poem far above 
its deserts. Those passions had long since passed away ; 
the latter part of his public life had been highly credit- 
able to him in every point of view ; but it was not of 
a kind to captivate popular applause, nor was there any 
knot of statesmen who had an interest in keeping up 
his celebrity : . . when that has fallen asleep, the tem- 
porary interest that may be excited by an author's 
death, is not sufficient to revive it. His poems never- 
theless well deserve to be included in the next great 
collection of the Enghsh poets, and it is to he n^relled 
that the whole of his works have not been collected. 

" This reviewing business," said Cowper, " I find 
too much an interruption of my main concern, and 
when I return the books to Johnson, shall desire him 
to send me either authors less impatient, or no more* 
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lyticul Review in [he leHera which have come to my handu. 
But in Jul;. 1791, lie apeeks of " loose cash in the hands of his 
bDoktellec." — -"a purae at Johnaan'a to which if need should 
arise he could recur at pleBBUie." — As the hargaia for lii» 
Hamer bad not then heen concluded, and he had gicen away 
tlie copyright of hia two TolumtrB, this 1 think musl aJlude lo 
ceeda of hia mviewiog;. 



1 have finished Horner^." Occaaional verspa, on 
lie events, or incidQiits arising in his own little 
le, took up soma portion of his time. These ho 
fond of writing, . . seeing and partaking in the plea- 
sure they gave to the persona to whom tliey were ad- 
dregeed, and to those acqiuunted with the circumstanceB 
that ga-ve rise to them. Lady Heskcth, proud of his 
fame, and eager for any thing which she thought likely 
to eitend it, advised him to think of another volume. 
He replied, '' I have considered, and had indeed before 
last, considered of the practicability of 
publicatiou ; and the result of my thoughts un 
Lt topic is, that with my present small stJick of small 
T is not feasible. I have but few, and 
the greater part of those few have already appeared in 
the magazine ; a circumstance which of itself would 
render a collection of them, at this time, improper. It 
ia, however, an increasing fund; and a month perhaps 
■eldom passes in which I do not odd something to it. 
In time their number will make them more important, 
l«nd in time possibly I may produce something in iige/J' 
more importance ; then all may be packed off to the 
together; and in the interim, whatsoever I may 
ite shall be kept secret among ourselves, that being 
Ttew to the public, il may appear, when it appears, 
with more advantage"*," 

In another letter to the same dear kinswoman he 
Rimning over what I have written, I feel that 
■should blush to send it to any but thyself. Another 

» To UJy Jleskeili, Feb. 15, irB!», 
' April 14, 1783. 
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would charge me with being impelled by a vanity from 
which my conscience sets me clear, to speak so much 
gf foysetf and my verses aa I do. But I thus speak 
to none but thee, nor to thee do 1 thus 8peak from any 
>uch motive. 1 egotize in my letters to thee, not be- 
cause I am of much importance to myself, but because 
to thee both Ego, and all that Ego does is interesting. 
God doth know that when I labour most to excel as a 
poet. 1 do it under such mortifying impressions of the 
vanity of all human fame and glory, however acquired, 
that I wonder I can write at all"." 

His greiktest pleasure was in the society of those 
whom he loved. When Rose's visit in the summer of 
tliis year was postponed from June till August, he 
said to him, " a month was formerly a trifle in my 
account ; but at my present age, I give it all its import- 
ance, and grudge that so many montlis should yet pass 
in which 1 have not even a glimpse of those I love, 
and of whom, the course of nature considered, I must 
ere long take leave for ever. — But I shall live till 
August"." When Lady Ilesketh arrived, he said, 
" This is the third meeting that my cousin and we 
have had in this country ; and a great instance .of 
good fortune I account it iu such u world as this, to 
have espccted such a pleasure thrice without being onoe 
disappointed^." And after both had departed, at the 
commencement of winter, his observation was, " When 
a friend leaves us in the beginning of that seasoQi 1 
always feel in my heart & perhaps, imjiorting that we 

" To Mr. Rose, Julj !(3. 
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possibly met for the last time, and that tile 
robina may whiatle on the grave of one of us before 
the return of summer '"." 

But it was bis lot, happy indeed in this respect, to 
form new friendships as he advanced in years, instead 
of havinj^ to mourn for the dissolution of old ones by 
death. During Eeven-and-tnenty years he had held 
no intercourse with his maternal relations, and knew 
not whether they were living- or dead; the malady 
which made him withdraw from the world, seems in 
its milder consc(|uences to have withheld him from 
making any inquiry concerning them ; and from their 
knowledge be had entirely disappeared till be became 
known to the pulilic One of a younger generation 
was the first to seek him out. 'I'hia was Mr. John 
Johnson, grandson of his mother's brother, Uc^er 
Donne, who had been rector of Calfield, in Ntwfoik. 
The youth was then a Cambridge student, and made 
the best use of a Christmas vacatioB by seeking and 
introducing Uiinself to his now famous kinsman. Cow- 
per's latent warmth of family feeling was immediately 
quickened ; and he conceived au affection for " the 
wild, but bashful boy," as he called him, which in- 
creased in proportion as he knew him. more, and which 
was amply requited. 

Young Johnson had some poetical ambition at that 
time ; he brought with him a manuscript poem of the 
pastoral kind, entitled the Tale of the Lute, or the 
Beauties of Audley End, and he produced it as coming 
from Lord Howard, with his lordship's request that 
'^owper would revise it. Cowper read it attentively. 
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r to alleviate censure. 

e youth was himself the w 

not approving it altogethei 



ue parts, equally disliked 
such tonus as one natu- 
to he no occasion to qua- 
■ — It then came out that 
riter, . . that Lord Howard 
, and some friends of his 



a age haiing, on the contrary, commended it highly, 
_ lie had come to a resolution of abiding hy the judge- 
pent of the author of the Task, a measure to which 
lOrd Howard hod indeed advised him. Upon his ex- 
essing afterwards, by letter, some degree of compunc- 
ion for this artifice, Cowper replied, " Give yourself no 
rouble on the suhject of the pohtic device you saw good 
cur to, when you presented me with your manu- 
:. It was an innocent deception, at least it could 
nobody save yourself; an effect which it did not 
} produce ; and since the punishment followed it 
closely, by me at least it may very well be forgiven. 
^You ask how I can tell that you are not addicted to 
s of the deceptive kind ? And certainly if the 
ittle time that 1 have had to study you wore alone to 
le considered, the question would not be unreasonable ; 
n general a man who reaches my years finds. 



im very much of Lavater'a opinion, and am 
■ persuaded that faces are as legible as books, only with 
these circumstances to recommend them to our perusal, 
that they are read in much less time, and are much 
less likely to deceive us." With regard to the poem 
itself he gave him this golden advice, — " remember that 



writing', perspicuity is always more than half the 
I'he want of it is the ruin of more than half 

e poetry that is puhUshed. A meaning that does not 
in the face is as bad as no meaoinf;, because 
nobody will take the pains to poke for it." 

This ardent youth took with him, on his departure, 
several books of Homer to transcribe, voluntecrin(f his 
services in this way ; he took also a letter of introduc- 
tion to L>ady Hesketh, who was as much pleased with 
him as Cowper had been. He had oliserved with what 
affection Cowper spoke of his mother ; the only por- 
trait of her was iu possession of her niece, Mrs. Bod- 
ham, who had heen a favourite cousin of Cowper's, in 
her childhood ; and upon the youth's report of his visit, 

|«iii his return home, this picture was sent to Weston. 
*a a present, with a letter from his kinswoman, written 
bi the fulness of her heart. It was replied to with 
Wall 
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DBF, Weston, Feb. J7. 1790, 

Whom I thought withered, and fallen fi-om the 

B&talk, but whom I tind still alive : nothing could givo 

e greater pleasure than to know it. and to leom it 

from yourself. I loved you dearly when you were a 

child, and love you not a jot the lees for having' ceased 

to be 80. Every creature that bears any affinity to my 

LlUother is dear to me, and you, the daughter of her 

lut one remove distant from her : I love 

I, therefore, and love you much, both for her sake, 

r your own. The world could not have furnished 

ith a present ao acceptable to me, as the pictiu-e 
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which yoi) have sit kindly sent me. I received it the 
night before last, and viewed it with a trepidation of 
nerves and spirits Bomewhat akin to what I should 
have feh, had the dear original presented herself to 
my embraces. I kissed it, and hang it where it ia the 
last object that I see at night, and, of course, the first 
nn which I open my eyes in the morning. She died 
when I completed my sisth year ; yet 1 remember her 
well, and am an ocular witness of the great fidelity of 
the copy. I remember, loo, a multitude of the mater- 
nal tendomcsaes which I received from her, and whidl 
have endeared her memory to me beyond expression. 
There is in me, I beheve, more of the Donne than of 
the Cowper; and though I love all of both names, and 
have a thousand reasons to love those of' my own 
name, yet I feel the bond of nature draw me vehe- 
mently to jour side. 1 was thought in the days of my 
childhood much to resemble my mother ; and in my 
natural temper, of which at the age of fifty-eight I 
must be supposed to be a competent judge, can trace 
both her, and my late uncle, your father. Somewhat 
of his irritabiUty; and a little, I would hope, both of 

his and of her , I know not what to call it, without 

seeming to praise myself, which is not my intention. 
but speaking to ffou, 1 will even speak out, and say 
■good nature. Add to all this, I deal much in poetry, 
as did our venerable ancestor, the Dean of St. Paul's, 
and 1 think I shall have proved myself a Donne at 
all points. The truth is, that whatever 1 am, 1 love 
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all. 



lunt it a happy event that brought the dear 
r nephew, to my knowledge; and that break- 



' ing throug^ti all the rostrainU which bi$ iinluriil luuh- 
Eulnras unposcd on bim, bp dolcmtinnl to find m» ouu 
He M amiable tu a degree that I havr st'ldum sn-ii, and 
I olUai long with impAiicncc in e(v hint sgnin. 

My doarest cousin, what shall I any in muwer lo 

I four affpclJonaU rnvilation ? I mutt say this, I cnnnot 
? now, nor soon, and I wish with all my hf«n I 
emild. But 1 will lell you what niny be dour, prrhapt, 
and it will answer to us ju<t as well : you and Mr. Itod- 
bain can come to Weston, cnn you not? llic sirninirr 
is at band, there are roads and wheels to bring jxti, 
and you are neitht^r of you translating Homer. I am 
erased that t caimot nek vou all togt^her, for wnnt of 
faouse-rooui ; but for Mr. Rodham and yourself we 
hare good room, and equally good for any thirdi in 
the shape of a Donne, whether named Hewitt, liodtuun, 
Balls, or Johnson, or by whatever name distiuguiahed. 
Mrs. Hewitt has particular claims upon me ; she w>a 
my pkyfellow at Berkhainsleod. and baa a »hnre in my 
warmest affections. Pray tell her sol Neither do I 
at all forget my Cousin Harriet. She and I have 
been tunny a time merry at Catfield, and have niadv 
the parso[iage ring with laughter. Give my love to 
her. Assure yourself, my dearest cousin, that I shall 
receive you as if you were my sister, and Mrs. Unwin 
is, for my sake, prepared to do the same. ^Iien she 
has seen you, she will love you for your own. 

1 am much obliged to Mr. Bodham for his kindness 
to my Homer, and with ray love to you all, and with 
Mrs. Un win's kind respects, am. 

My dear, dear Hoso. ever yours, 

W.C. 



p. S. — I mourn the death of your poor brother 
CastroB, whom I shouid have seen had he lived, and 
should have seeo with the greatest pleasure. He was 
an aminble boy, and I was very fond of bim. 

Still another P. S. — I find on consulting Mrs, Un- 

hlrin, that I have underrated our capabilities, and that 

I we have not only room for you, and Mr. Bodham, but for 

■ two of your sex, and even for your nephew into the bar- 

} gain. We shall be happy to have it all so occupied. 

Your nephew tells me, that his sister, in the quali- 

ies of the mind, resembles you ; that is enough to make 

I ber dear to me, and I beg you will assure her that she 

t BO. Let it not be long before I' hear from you. 

Upon receiving' this portrait of his mother, Cowper 
composed the most beautifid of his minor poems, . . a 
poem which he tells us he had more pleasure in writing 
than any that he had ever wrote, one excepted ; " that 
one," he says, " was addressed to a lady who has 
supplied to me the place of my own mother, — my own 
invaluable mother, — these six and twenty years. Some 
sons may be said to have hod many fathers ; but a 
plurality of mothers is not common "." The following 
Sonnet must be the piece to which be thus alludes. 



Mary ', I want a lyre will 
Such Bid from UeaypD as 
An eloquence watce giver 
And onileb«»ed by ptaise 



J lliej drew ! 



fflh 19. 1790. Cerlainlj Cowper would 
I" Mrs. Unwin, if lliere lind ever been 
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At tliis time Mrs. IFuwin was afflicted with almost 
L constant headaches, and a pain in the side, the cause of 
I which waa not understood; her lameness consequent 
I upon her fall was very little amended, but her looks had 
Ltiot altered for the worse, " and her spirits," Cowper 
I Kud, " were good, because supported by comforts which 
I depend not on the state of the body," The time came 
'when she was rendered, by infirmities of mind and body, 
mlike her former self in other things, as she now 
was in strength. 

There must have appeared a great amendment in 

, Cowper's notions concerning his own spiritual state, 

L after his last e o j oth rwise Mr. Bull, who was 

Lalways a jud ous f end would not have requested 

r him ta compos a hj mn The appUcation reached 

him, howe^ n a dark hour, and he replied thus"', 

" My dear fn nd ask po bibties and they shall be 

performed, but ask not b n ns from a man sutFering by 

lair as 1 do. I could not sing the Lord's song 

s it to save my life, banished as I am, not to a 

^Strange land, but to a remoteness from his presence, 

I comparison with which the distance from east to 

^^ Majtfi, l?lia. 
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1 distance, — -is ■vk'inity aiid cohesion. I dare 
t, eitlier in prose or Terse, allow myself lo expresa a 
if mind which I am conscious does aol beloDg 
least of all can 1 venture to use the language 
of absolute resignation, lest only counterfeiting, I 
should for that very reason be taken strictly at my 
word, and lose all my remaining comfort. Can there 
not be found among those translations of Madame 
Guyon somewhat that might serve the purpose ? I 
should think there might. Submission to the will of 
Christ, my memory tells me, is a theme that pervades 
them all. If so, your request is performed already : 
and if any alteration in them should be necessary, I 
will with all my heart make it, I have no objection 
to giving the graces of the foreigner an English dress, 
but insuperable ones to all false pretences and affected 
exhibitions of what I do not feci." 

In the ensuing year, Mr. Beau found him in a hap- 

ilpier mood, and obtained trom him a hjnnn to be sung 

C%y the children of the Olney Sunday school; at a 

lame when Cowper said " he was somewhat in the case 

of lawyer Dowling in Tom ,Iones, and could he split 

himself into as many poets aa there are Muses, could 

have found employment for them all." Encouraged, 

perhaps, by this. Mr. Newton asked him to translate 

for publication, a series of letters, which he had re- 

cmved from a Dutch clergyman at the Cape of Good 

Hope. Though so much additional occupation came 

icoBveniently when he had little time to spare from 

Homer, Cowper could not refuse this to Mr. New- 

" : and he had no objection to being known as the 

" To Mra. King, JunB 14. 1790. 
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translater ; " ralhcr," said he, ■■ I am ambitions of it as 
an honour. It will serve to prove, that if I have spent 
much time to little ptirpose, in the translation of Homer, 
some small portion ot'iuy time has, however, been well 
l4iBp0Bed of"," 

~~r. Newton acted with the kindest intentions to- 
his poor friend, when he put these letters into his 
i. There is nothing; remarkable in the early part 
} writer's history. His name was Van Lier, he 
bom in 1764, " of worthy parents and of respect- 
able condition ;" he was destined by them to the minis- 
try, and educated accordiiig-!y ; and in his boyhood he 
became strongly attached to a beautiful girl of his own 
age, whose family were intimate with his. To this 
ly, who is called Miss £., he made a declaration, hy 
itter, from the university, aad received for answer, 
it she could take no step in an affair of that sort 
without the knowledge and consent of her parents. 
This wounded his pride; ho made advances to another 
lady, from whom he received a. similar auawer ; then 
having frequent opportunities of seeing his first love, 
and finding that she had refused other offers, he soon 
ascertained that he was not indiiferent to her, and 
obtained a promise of her hand, should the parents of 
both prove tavourahle to his wishes. " 1 was now," he 
sud, " elevated to the pinnacle of joy, 1 accounted 
myself completely happy; and my heart, alas, full of 
ilatry, looked for felicity to the creature, regai-diug 
;htly the Creator, who is over all, blessed for ever." 
At this time he describes himself as full of hatred, 
id malice, destitute of religion, and vicious, 
" 1*0 Mr. NbwIob, Od. 15, 1790. 
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I though ext^mcJIy seeming to deserve the praise of 

I touch decency. But otaong his scanty remains of 
r virtue (" if any virtue," says he, " I had,) I still pos- 
■d a, i^ompa^Bionate and beneficent dispoaition. I 
could not think much of any man oppressed with want 
and misery without painful sympathy. If the poor 
applied to me for relief, 1 assisted them wiliingly and 
gladly, and had sometimes a. lively and grateful aens^ 
I of my privilege. Yet even on such occasions I ad- 
I verted not to the commatidmeiit of God, nor proposed 
to myself bis glory as my object, but obeyed merely 
the dictates of natural instinct and sensibility," He 
had not indeed dived in the mud of German meta- 
physics, but he had dabbled in the puddles of French 
philosophy". Still there was in his heart of hearts a 
living and preserving principle. 

" Certain it is," says he, " that unless Ciod had 
forbidden and interposed by his grace to prevent it, I 
sliould in all probability have gone forth a declared 
enemy of revelation, at least of all true and spiritual 
religion. In the meantime I was accustomed frequently 
to pray at night on my bed, and in a phrase and man- 
ner perfectly opposite to my own opinions. Among 
other things I asked for conversion, using ordinarily 
these words : ' Draft me, O Lord, and I will run after 
thee I convert me, and I shall be converted '.' — a sin- 
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I gular instance of God's overruling' power. My prayer 
evidently contradicted my own ideas and opinions, and 
I asked that which I neither helieved possible, nor 
desirable. 1 prayed also for God's assistance that I 
might grow in talents and in wisdom, that my studies 
might prosper, that the projecta with which pride and 
ambition prompted me might have good success, and 
that my love of Miss E. might have consequences 
answerable to my wishes. Finally, I prayed that my 
parents, kindred, tutors, and friends, might all be ob- 
jects of the divine benediction. Sometimes through 
sleepiness, or other hinderances, my prayers were either 
sadly interrupted, or altogether neglected ; but it cost 
me little regret, or solicitude. While 1 prayed in this 
manner, it generally happened that my mind was es- 
traordinarily agitated, and I experienced great emotion ; 
Dor can I doubt that I was occasionally much assisted 

tby what are termed the common operations of the 
Jloly Spirit. During these es:ercise8, if I mistake not, 
I was wont to represent to myself the divine presence 
as a glorious light in heaven, like that of the sun, 
which light seemed visible to my imagination. My 
devotions of this kind were accompanied with great 
fervour, and even with a species of joy. Yet I have 
^ cause to believe that they were sometimes followed by 
lore daring and presimiptuous commission of sin, 
I ibr (the duty once performed,) I seemed to have 
I acquired a right to sin at my ease, and without dis* 
I turbance. 

" At this time 1 was sickly and debiUtated. A sud- 
I 4en dread of death would occasionally torment me, 
I especially in the evening, and when I was alone. I 
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L had a fiin^lar notion that death would be parti- 
I cularly unwekonie and terrible to me in the dusk of 
I erening, or in the night, or even in a gloomy day ; but 
T that I could die willingly and gladly under a bright 
md a serene (iky. These sudden alarms and ter- 
I tors, however, produced no fniit, I neither know nor 
I believe that at this time I bad any thoughts at all of 
die necessity of regeneration and faith in Christ. My 
meditations were uufrequent, and such were my reli- 
gious affections ; accordingly tbey were never effectual 
to beget in me an earnest desire of a. new heart, or of 
recovering the lost I'avour of God." 
I And now by studying the works of Turretine he 
' become convinced of God's providence, the onthority 
of scripture, and consequently the truth of revelation. 
At times he was moved in his solitary meditalions to 
tears, though his heart " was still like the stony 
ground." " Commuiiiun icilh God, and the enjoy- 
ment of him, were exjiressions," he says, " with wtdeh 
1 could hardly connect an idea; at least no such idea 
as would in any measiu'e explain to me, why, and for 
what reason, the enjoyment of God is to be preferred. 
to all the pleasures of the world, and to all enjoyment 
of the creature. — Sometimes, however, when in a cleiU' 
night I saw the heavens spangled with stars, which 1 
I represented to myself as so many suns and worlds, t 
P ifilt an ardent desire to be there ; and, goaded bv 
extreme curiosity, imagined it a most desirable and 
delighlfiil privilege to spend an eternity in the con- 
templation of those systems. And could there but be 
a hope, (which at that time appeared, and still up]iears 
(, not impossible.) tliat after death the soul may 
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liberty to visit aud to make her roniarks ou that 
variety of worlds, then indeed 1 accounted a 
place in heaven a prize for which it became me to con- 
tend with unremitting earnestness." 

Id this state of mind he wrote a dissertation, at 
rhich he afterwards wondered much, for it seemed to 
from a mind seriously impressed with the 
importance of religion ; and as he wrote rapidly, and 
without hooka, he marvelled how he should have 
stumbled upon such thoughts as were expressed there. 
*' Among other matter," said he, " I reprehended and 
earnestly exhorted those who deny the effectual ope- 
rations of the Holy Spirit, gravely espressing a wish 
that tliey may soon learn the reality of them from 
their own undoubted experience. Such was my wish 
for them ; and, wretched creature that I was 1 1 had 
neither the least knowledge or experience of that 
blessing myself, nor any care to acquire iL" 
I , He held then an office in the University, but during 
^ vacation, though there were occupations which seemed 
to require his presence in college, he availed himself of 
some fair pretext tor going home, because Miss E. waa 
in his father's neighbourhood. It was agreed between 
that in about two years he should accept a ccr- 
3iire which had been offered him. lioth were 
' in the prospect ; " but the purpose of God," says 
''an Lier, " was different ; and, blessed be his name for 
purposes vanished like smoke, while his 
md he performed all his pleasure." Not 
luy days afterwards his betrothed began to show 
□t marks of declining health; she was soon con- 
to her bed, and every day diminished the hopes of 
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recovery. " When on my daily enquiry," he says, 
" I was informed either that she was no better, or that 
her distemper rather increased, a sword seeraed to 
pass through my heart, and harassed hy inexpressible 
fears, what I should do 1 knew not. I prayed to my 
unknown God for the restoration of her health. Never, 
I think, shall I pray again with equal earnestness. 
Her disease raged daily more and inore, and in a short 
time the danger became imminent. My terrors and 
agitations of mind keeping pace with her illaesa, had 
by this time increased to such a degree, that it became 
necessary for me, lest I should fall into absolute des- 
peration, to contrive some etoployment or other, by 
which my distracted mind might in some measure be 
diverted to other objects. I determined to write a 
sermon, and, with consent of the minister of the place, 
to deliver it in public A few days before the ap- 
pointed time of delivery, I proceeded thus : I chose 
my text, spent some days in meditation on it, wrot« 
down my thoughts, and committed the whole to me- 
mory. Thus 1 had not much leisure to advert to other 
things. The violence of my distress was at least alle- 
viated, and my attention directed elsewhere. At the 
time fixed I mounted the pulpit. — (It was his first 
attempt as a preacher.) — The Lord did not suffer me 
(as justly and deservedly I might have been for hit 
rashness and irreverence,) to be put to shame. I 
preached with much applause, and possibly not with- 
out some effect. On this and the following day the 
distemper seemed very much abated, and the health 
of Miss £. so far restored that I hoped m a short 
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i her complete recovery. My joy n 



9 proportioned to the pangs I had sufForcd. I saw 
r, and with great pleasure declared to her my for- 
;r dread and anxiety on her account, as well as my 
Bsent sincere delight in the assurance I seemed to 
ve of her realoration. After this, while they were 
ERrrying her to her bed, she looked at me with eyes 
e of sin^lar affection, full of the tenderaat 
and fixed on me with an extraordinary aeri- 
if attention. From that hour I was never 
permitted to see her. The joy that I had conceived 
proved transient as it was sudden. The disease re- 
turned on her with redoubled force, and raged to such 
a degree that her sufferings were extreme. The ncjd 
day, to the best of my remembrance, a physician of 
the first eminence was called in : be pronounced imme- 
diately her distemper most alarming, and so dangerous 
that he entertained very little hopes of her recovery. 
These words sounded in ray cars like a terrible clap of 
thunder. In truth, my condition was most unhappy, 
agitated as my mind was with extreme terror, and 
torn with unutterable grief, 1 laboured, but it was 
with the utmost difficulty that 1 prevailed, to conceal 
in some measure the fearful state of my mind. In the 
meqptime 1 had a. horrible prospect before me of being 
I present at her death, — a prospect tbat I could not bear 
■ to contemplate. I determined to leave her, and to 
F depart suddenly from the place. Neither her condi- 
tion, nor the state of my own mind would allow me to 
bid her adieu. Accordingly, without her knowledge, 
overwhelmed with sorrow and dejection. I abandoned 
. my home, and returned to the University."' 

His first business there was to search the works of 
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a foreign physician, in which he remenibered once lo 
bave read an account of the disease which now threats 
eued to he fatal to his happiness. And tindiiig a mode 
of treatment recommended there, which was httle used 
in his own country, he wrote immediately to request it 
might he tried, and prayed with extraordinary affec- 
tion that these remedies might have a good effect, and 
that she, without whom Hfe seemed impossible to him- 
self, might be restored. Sorrow and love combined 
taught him to pray fervently ; he offered his supplica- 
tions in various manners, and urged them on various 
pleas, and sometimes flattered himself that the means 
would bo atlflnded with the desired success. On the 
third day after his return to college, news came that 
she was not worse, and that his prescription would be 
used, if the physician had no objection ; but a lew 
hours only elapsed before a friend of the family ctilled 
upon him with the tidings of her death. 

At this he controlled himself so atronfriy, that he 
appeared to feci lees than had been expected ; but 
secretly he was in a state of desperation, and his mind 
BO stunned as to have lost all power of reflection. 
Soon, however, he bestirred himself, walked forth, 
called on one and another, and thought of takiag a 
short journey in hopes of some recreation ; but the 
good providence of God, be says, would not suffer it. 
He then purchased some religious books which were 
at that time in high reputation; Walker's Sermons 
and Blair's were among them; but the one which Sim 
engaged his attention was Lavater's Prospect of Eteiv 
nity. " A little hope dwelt in me," he proceeds, " that 
after death 1 should meet Sliss E. again, — a hope that 
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supported and refreshed me. For that rea- 
son 1 searched dili^utly the wrttiugs of Lavater for 
JU^;umeQta tavourahle to the opinion that we should 
know each other in a future life, and that the relations 
which obtain between us here will not entirely cease 
hereafter. At the same time I prayed to God that he 
would mitigate and do away the exeeasive sorrow with 
which I was tormented. But not one thought had I 
of faith in Christ and rnnversion." He had wislied 
nothing so much aa that he might be released by a 
sudden stroke from a life which had now become hate- 
ful ; but Lavater's book soothed and strengthened 
him. He found more alleviation in reading reUgioua 
works than iu any other employment; and in this 
mood of mind, while musing over the Meditations of a 
certain Sociniau, or rather Sceptic, on the principal 
truths of natural religion, which pleased him greatly 
bv the elegant simplicity of the stylo, he found, most 
unexpectedly, a consolation which he had neither 
sought nor dreamt of. llie case is singularly curious, 
and the whole narrative bears the stamp of sincerity. 

" I was employed," says the happy writer, " in read- 
ing this sounianizing or sceptical author ; I read him 
wit)i close attention, and was absorbed in the medita- 
tions that he suggested. Suddenly awakened, as I 
may say, out of those musings, 1 thought on God and 
his works. An idea altogether extraordinary of the 
glory and majesty of God struck me. I had never in 
Huch manner represented God to myself as now. The 
eves of my understanding being enlightened, I ob- 
I sei-ved and admired in all his works to which I adverted, 
) his stupendous power, wisdom, and goodness. I had 
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in my mind an apprehension of the splendour of his 
glory and presence perfectly new to me. Jt was not 
so much u notion that my illuminated iiitelle<;t enter- 
tained of his infinite majeety and perfections, as it was 
a jfflnie of them; they were so present to me that I 
fait them. The glory of hia infinite Godhead and 
presence filled me with delight; and 1 saw an clearly 
his supreme worthiness of all my love and obedience, 
that my mind was carried by a sweet and irresistihle 
force to loye him with sincerity ; and my hp^rt, broken 
at the sight, abhorred its former ingratitude, I in- 
stantly conceived the purpose of a total reform in my 
conduct, of an universal attention to all his command- 
mentfi, and to take them for my rule of Ufe thenceforth 
without any exception. This appeared to me not only 
perfectly just and right, but easy also, and pleasant. 
I aeemcd to myself to have been hitherto the bUndest 
and most ungrateiiil of creatures, who had never 
formed to myself such views of God before, who had 
neither loved nor obeyed him," 

" From that memorable day my condition became 
widely different, and my course of life also. — I had 
acquired new ideas of God, of myself, of the vanity of 
earthly things, and of the inestimable value of grace 
and divine communion. I was translated, as it were, 
into a new world. Christ lived in me, although til! 
then I had not known him, and thus I became a new 
creature. Old things had passed away, and all things 
were become new. In short, it is easier to conceive 
than to express what passed in my mind on the occa- 
" ia. — Taught, therefore, by undoubted experience, I 
' hence concluded that I had obtained bv the incompre- 



"hensible and effectual grace of God that new birth, with- 
out whiuh no man can see or enter the kingdom of God, 
and of which formerly, I had neither the desire, nor 
even the thought. My ideas now of the infinite excel- 
'. lence and loveliness of God, were lively and perspicu- 
I ous. Such also were my apprehensions of my duty 
towards Itim, of my own excessive ingratitude and dis- 
obedience, and of God's powerful and unmerited grace, 
by which he had quickened me. Fears of the divine 
wrath I had none ; no dread of punishment. That I 
deserved it indeed, and was utterly unworthy of bis 
favour, I saw plainly; notwithstanding which, I never 
for a moment supposed myself an object of divine 
wrath, or feared lest I should suffer the punishiuent 
I that I had deserved. It was a subject on which anx- 
I iety, fear, doubt, had no place in me, A lively per- 
, ception of the lUvine glory and beauty, an unspeakable 
sense of his gracious presence, an esLperimental acquaint- 
ance with the del^ht that belongs to an effectual love 
to him ; these things secured me from all such terrors, 
and filled me with exceeding joy. In such a state of 
mind I could not donbt one moment concerning my 
admittance to the divine favour and communion, for I 
had sensible experience of both ; knowing myself, how- 
, at the mime time unworthy of them, and unable 
I to account for the grant of them to tne, otherwise than. 
1 virtue of the blood and spirit of Christ alone, the 
Son of God, and only Saviour of Hinnera." 

One remarkable circumstance in Van Lier's story is, 
f Ihat though love had been " the scale by which to 
1 heavcnlv love he had ascended"," no sooner had this 
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new view of religion opened upon him, than his grief 
abated, and in fact almost entirely ceased. His mind 
was altogether engaged in other matters, and he could 
with his whole heart give thanks to God for that very 
deprivation which only a few days before had driven 
him almost to despair. The change was as eflfectual as 
it was sudden ; he declares that from the moment when 
it befell, he never doubted, for a single hour, his voca- 
tion at that time from death to life, and from darkness 
into marvellous light ; in so wonderful a manner had 
his prayers for an alleviation of his affliction been 
heard. Had he not seen and conversed with his be- 
loved so short a time before her death, his sorrow 
would not have been so poignant ; had he remained, 
and been present at her death, it would have entirely 
overpowered him ; had he taken a journey as he pro- 
posed, the grief that urged him to read, meditate, and 
pray, would probably, he says, have soon lost much of 
its force ; had it been more intense it would have be- 
come downright desperation, had it been less so, business 
and society would soon have dissipated it ; wonderftd 
he deemed it that he should have been impelled to 
purchase books, of which he heard only by accident 
exactly at that crisis : and most wonderful of all that it 
should have pleased God to give him the light of his 
own spirit, while he was reading a book, which, under 
a Christian title, contained much unchristian matter, 
and in which the divinity and satisfaction of Christ 
were both controverted. 

As yet, however, he had no spiritual knowledge of 
many of the most important truths ; on these he roved 
at random, and when he thought of our Saviour, his 
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i were deeply tinctured with tlie opinions eitlier of 
the Arians or Socinians. " The Saviour," he snya, 
" dwelt in me. as I may aay, unknown to me, and 

' held my eyes that I mig-ht not know him yet ; although 
I was made partaker of his life, and as a memher of 
his mystical body, deriyed from him, as from the head 

' of that body, however unconscious of it, all tlie illumi- 
nation, comfort, or spiritual strength that I enjoy. — 
While I was occupied in reading and considering the 
truths of God, even my body would be remarkably 
affected by the affections and enjoyments of ray mind. 
My bosom seemed dilated as with the warmth of a 
gentle flre, which diffused through my whole frame 
the most, agreeable sensations. In truth there was a 

. wonderful intercoiurse between soul and body. As 

I often as in the Scriptures, or the Socinian tract, or in 
Walker's or Blair's Serraons, 1 found mention made of 
Jesus, and meditated on him, on his life, his sufferings, 
and his righteousness, or on the privilege of union 
with him, I perceived my mind affeofed with sensible 
consolation and delight; yet it was not illuminated on 
these subjects, but rather much beclouded." 

In this stage of his progress it appeared to him so 
possible that the Arminian, or even Socinian doctrines 
should be the true, that he had resolved in case they 
should appear so, upon diligent investigation, to em- 
brace them, and renounce the Calvinistic church, 
painful as this must certainly prove to his parents and 
relations, and ruinous probably to himself. Whatever 
theological knowledge he had obtained, " was merely," 
aid, " superficial, natural, human. A spiritual 

■ ■apprehension of them was what I wanted ; and had it 



' pleased God to withbold from me those sensible ci 



iolations, and to hide his face from n 



without all 



i question I had also had my terrors, my anguish, and 
1 my doubts, having no truly spiritual views of Jmus, 
or confidence in his blood and righteousness. But the 
Divine Wisdom took a different course. I was for a 
time permitted constantly to behold the face of God 
as that of a gracious Father. As often as the day 
1 returned, in my prayers, tbank^vings, contfimpla- 
I tions and meditations on the works of God and on his 
infinite glory, I was filled with heavenly joy, and with 
Ft intimations of his presence. 'ITiuB there- 
affecting sense of his kindness, and 
indulged in the blessedness of communion with him, 
B not possible that I should suffer fear or dread, 
at 1 should doubt my eternal salvation, feeling, as 
I did, 30 sensibly the very principles of it within me." 
iw his delight to contemplate the visible 
creation ; every day he attempted to represent to him- 
self, by force ofiimagination, in a lively manner, tiiis 
globe of earth, suspended with its atmosphere in ether, 
revolving at once around the sun and its own axis. — 
] Then calling imagination home, he endeavoured to 
impress his niind with an idea of himself, as a skeleton, 
clothed with muscles and nerves, furnished with exqui- 
site sensitive organs, with a multiplicity of instruments 
artfully constructed and adapted to many admirable 
which skeleton resides thin self', that is 
the reasonable soul, connected with it by an unintelli- 
gible bond of union. Such contemplations he some- 
times, but not wisely, he says, thought sufficient of 
I themselves, if rightly managed, for the ci 
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any man. But he reconimended this to some of his 
friends, and was disappointed of the desired effect. 

Sure of his vocation. Chough unsettled in the articles 
of his faith, he declined a settlement which was offered 
him in the Uniyersity, deeming the work of the minis- 
try preferable to all other employmenta : aud as at 
this time a heavy and most unexpected calamity be- 
fell his family, and threatened their wholu house with 
poverty and dishonour, he hastened his own ordination, 
that he might he enabled to maintain himself, and 
assist his distressed relations. In the course of the 
studies preparatory for his examination he read at 
intervals Hervey's Theroo and Aspasio, — and by this 
book, he says, it pleased God to teach him the truths 
of the Gospel. His faith and hope stood now on 
firmer ground. Soon after his first ordination, he 
met with Mr. Newton's Cardiphoma, for this book 
also had been translated into Dutch. I read it, he 
gays, a:gaht and again, with a most unreserved assent, 
aud with great pleasure and benefit. ,The Holy Spirit 
accompanied my repeated reading of it with an extra- 
ordinary measure of his quickening grace and illumi- 
nation ; insomuch that I hold myself indebted, under 
God, to that book for mucii spiritual knowledge and 
comfort, and for much eucouragement to all good- 
All that appears farther in these letters is, that 
I having entered upon the ministry, and finally settled 
\ at the Cape — (though the place is not mentioned, nor 
r throughout the narrative, the writer wi6h- 
nain unknown,) — God gave him largely of the 
igs of this world ; and he enjoyed a wonder- 
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I 
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fill portion of divine assistance in the performance of 
both public and private duty. Nevertheless, he was 
pestered witti most painful and unusual temptations of 
the Devil, so that sometimes the whole host of hell 
combined seemed to assail him with all their fury. 
He believed that by this God principally purposed to 
preserve him from being- exalted above measure by 
the abundance of the revelation made to him. 

While the six letters containing this narrative, which 
he sent over to Mr. Newtcn for publication, were in 
the press, another was received, stating that hia beaith 
was on tile decline : that he was troubled with a violent 
cough, suifered much in the night from the weali state 
of his nerves, and was reduced to great bodily weak- 
ness ; and the mind partaking of the body's decay, 
he could sometimes neither think, iior speak, nor write. 
" Perhaps," he concludes, " 1 shall write to you no more^ 
Perhaps this mav be the last letter you will receive 
from me; and perhaps before it reaches you, I shdl 
have already left this world. Should you hear of my 
departure, do not mourn ; but rather rejoice, and 
praise God on my behalf. I am well persuaded that 
Christ is my life, and therefore death will not be loss, 
hut gain to me. — Oh happy and glorious hour, when 
i shall be delivered from all trouble and sin, from 
this body of death, from the wicked world, and from 
the snares of Satan I When I shall appear before toy 
Saviour without spot ; and shall so behold his glory 
and be filled with his presence, as to be wholly and for 
ever engaged in adoration, adnuration, gratitude, and 
love I What should I fear? Jesus died and lives for 
me. For what should I grieve 7 Jesus is mine, and 
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L with liini I have all things. Yctalitlle while, and every 
I evil shall cease. I shall gee him as he is, and be with 
[ him for ever I" 

Mr. Newton published these letters as an illustra- 
I tion of the Power of Grace, taking these words of 
St. Paul for a motto, " the kingdom of God is unt in 
word, but in power"." " My dear friend the trans- 
lator," he said, " is so well known, that 1 sc»r(«1y 
I Deed add, I couid have applied to no one more capable 
1 of doing justice to tlie writer, or of giving satisfaction 
to the reader. I think the relation will not be thought 
too minute or circumstantial by competent judges ; I 
mean by those who are attentive to the workings of 
the human heart, and who acknowledge and admire 
I the superintendence of a Divine Providence over the 
ems of mankind. The man was suddenly and 
I lolally changed. The servant of ain became the de- 
I voted servant of God. The fact is evident and inc<m- 
I trovertible. Let philosophers account for it, if they 
I, upon any other grounds than what the Scripture 
I. assigns. But let them be serious, and not think to 
LEwer or evade the inquiry, by the stale, unmeaning 
y of enthusiasm. They cannot thus satisfy others ; 
ir even themselves." . , Mr. Newton was easily satis- 
I fled, . . as easily as Van Lier himself, who, when 
I wavering between Calvinism, Arminianism, and Soci- 
[ nianism, was fixed in the Torrid Zone by a perusal of — 
Theron and Aspasio I Motives of the same kind which 
had formerly made him call Cow|>er's attention to the 
case of Simon Browne, induced him to engage his 
I poor friend in translating these iellera, wherein they 
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both saw the power of Grace, and perceived nothing 
else. Cowper had long been accustomed to confound 
bodily sensations with spiritual impressions ; this narra- 
tive failed to revive m him the feelmgs.with which he 
left St. Alban's ; the good, therefore, which had been 
hoped for was not produced ; but neither did the evil 
consequence follow of confirming him in that danger- 
ous error, . . for it was already fixed in him too firmly 
to be shaken. 
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ranklin. p. 9B. — A latter which baa came to my huidsjuit 
leae notes «re goiDg to the press, ihowB ibe diuiiiel ibnMgli 
whicli Cowper'B first ToluuewiucaaTeyccI la thi> diatiagiuilieil 
perBon. Writing lo Mr. Powley. (p^°- June, ITe«,) Mr. Thorn, 
ton Bays, " 1 traniinitled Mr. Cowper a copy of a letter 1 had 
from Dr. Franklin, lo wliotu I sent his Poemi by Mr. Walker, 
of Rolherbam, when hs went latety to Paiu; ind he gave • 
■piriied French answer, but not tioax the heart. Hawoier, at 
you will see by Mr. Cowper's reply, it answerad a good 

I I should feel it to be a ain of omission vero I not lo add, thar 
I the letter from which Ibis pisaage i* lTai»cribed> eDclo«ed 
twenty pounds for the poor ofa distant parish. 

Eitnietfnm the Ellxm} Chair, 6j/ tht Rn.'. K. liufwr, p, 43, 

Of deep.month'd beagles all the soul's on Are. 
L'p from tbe bed of sloih, thou laiy ciI. 
And meet the morning's Freshest looks, and hear 
The hkUs and dales resound niili Jnyful erios 1 
Here bring Ihy coiitser lo the sylvan trail]. 
And join the mutual cry: for buxom healtli 
Repays our toil, and o'er the nulJirown jug 
Ai night the mirthful tale inspires the soul. 
Here will 1 sit upon the verdaaE aide 



With sense sagacioos (a* they qi 

Now catch Cbs' informing gale: what si 

Rolls tremulous along the wioding vale 



Ji«B>. 
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For Trimbash now confirms the doubtfal strife. 
And all the pack his well-known voice obey. 
Quick see the hare skim o'er the lessening plain, 
la view, the general chorus loud resounds. 
Such charming music never did I hear'; 
For, Somerrille I a cry more tuneable, 
" Was never hallow'd to, nor cheer'd with horn," 
E'en woods and dales rejoiced, and join'd the cry. 
Swift as the bounding roe yon coursers fly. 
Outstrip the wind, and skim along the mead. 
Now to yon grove, where, playful oft and young. 
The leveret peaceful stray 'd, a refuge there 
She seeks in vain : for ah ! here echoing yell 
With double fury bursts upon her ear : 
In doubling mazes now she seeks to foil 
The' approaching foe : but mind yon steady hound, 
(Whose age experience in the pleasing chase 
Oft times has taught,) now with a glorious thirst 
Of generous ardour eager speed his way ; 
A certain sign, that now she sinks — and dies. 
The strepent horn confirms the joyful news. 
And ail around shrill propagates the sound. 
I'hese are the sports of Welshmen : did ye know 
The luxury of sleep, ye sons of ease. 
Oft got by rural pastime, ye would scorn 
The blandishments of down, and all the arts 
Emollient, which disgrace the race of men. 

'* Some very faulty lines, and useless epithets we have observed 
in this poem ; but as the good-humoured author appears to be 
quite snug and happy in his Elbow Chair, we are unwilling to 
disturb him by descending to particular animadversions, and 
more especially as the random, incoherent nature of the piece 
may seem to claim an exemption from a too rigid trial by the 
laws of criticism." — Monthlj^ Review, for 1765, vol. xxxiii. 

Lace-makers, p. 52. — Children are taught to make lace at 
about six or seven years old ; and they occupy so much of the 
attention of their school-mistress, that the expense of teaching 
them amounts to three shillings per week, for a month or six 
weeks, according to their capacity. After they have learned 




by tlie 1 
cuDilorlnble d 

Tba cbildren ate frequently two yesrn before ibey earn more 
than pays (be eipeuse of theit ibreud and eiihooUug. 

At about ten y«an of nge, iboie o( an ordinary capacity wilJ 
earn about two ibillingn per weeki and a> thirteen, if well 
attended to, lliey are supposed Id cause little furibei eipeoHi 
to their patent*. 

A young girl of lixteen, if not npglecled by ber feienda, will 

an; time in future life; Bud tbe Bierage earnings of full grown 
females is suppuaed lo be very neatly six sbillingB per week. 
Tbere are aome, I am informed, wlio acatcely cleat five ■hillings 
per week; and a few extieme caua have been mentioned of 
eatninga lu bigli as eigbt sbilUngs or nine abillings pet week. 
The eipense of thread is stated at about one-eigbcli of the grou 
ralue of tbe laca ; and a portion of tima ia consumed in washing 
and tneoding of clothes, Belling of tlie lace, &.C. 

Tbe lace-makerB begin their work in summet at >ix Or aeven 

hi the morning, and liniali at son-sel, or the dusk of the evening. 

Lin the winter, little is done till eight or nine o'clock in the 

ir aftet bieakfasi, when ibej coulinue their work nil 

en at nigbl, and sometimea later.— fin Icheliir'i Agri- 

KvullumI Sunieji ef BtJ/ofdihin, p. 593. 

RAt^nnJ tragnlitt, p. lll.^JohnsoD saya, "the practice 
Pitf malting tragedies in rhyme was introduced, aa it aeums. 
Iiy the Earl of Orrery, iu compliance with the opinion of 
Charlsa II., who liad formed bis taste by the French Iheatie ; 
and Uryden who ntotv, aud made no difficult; of declahug 
that he wrote only to please, aud who perhaps knew that by 
his dexterity of verification he was more likely to excel others 
n rhyme than without it, very readily adopted Ids niasicr'x 

cesaary for Johnson lo mention that our earlieat 
' plays, both tragedy and comedy, were in rhyme ; this he may 
■ Imve auppoied his leadera to have known, after the publication 
B^f Dodsloy's aelectioc of Old Flsya. But if he bad teniem- 
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bered the tragredies of Daniel, Lord Brook, and Lord Sterline, 
he would have noticed them. Those, of the two latter, how- 
ever, were not designed for representation, and were composed, 
with more or less resemblance, upon the ancient model. The 
rhymes, too, were not in couplets, and the pieces were rather 
dramatic poems than plays. 

Riding rhymes p. 116. — If Dr. Warton had remembered the 
opinion expressed in this appellation, he would not have cen- 
sured Pope for modernizing Chaucer's story of January and 
May in the same measure as the original. " Pope," he says, 
" has endeavoured suitably to familiarize the stateliness' of our 
heroic measure in this ludicrous narrative ; but after all his 
pains, this measure is not adapted to such subjects so well as 
the lines of four feet, or the French numbers of Fontaine." — 
Essay on Pope, vol. ii. p. 5. 

Dryden*8 conversion to the Church of Rome, p. 132. 

My thoughtless youth was wing'd with vain desires ; 
My manhood, long misled by wandering fires, 
Followed false lights, and when their glimpse was gone, 
My pride struck out new sparkles of her own. 
Such was I, such by nature still I am ; 
Be thine the glory, and be mine the shame. 
Good life be now my task : my doubts are done : 
What more could fright my faith, than three in one ? 
. Can I believe eternal God could be 
Disguised in mortal mould and infancy ? 
That the great Maker of the world could die? 
And after that, trust my imperfect sense. 
Which calls in question his omnipotence? 
Can I my reason to my faith compel ? 
And shall my sight, and touch, and taste rebel ? 
Superior faculties are set aside ; 
Shall their subservient organs be my guide ? 
Then let the moon usurp the rule of day. 
And winking tapers show the sun his way ! 

Hind and Panther. 

Any one who understood the grounds of the Protestant faith 
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might have quotBil to Dryden upon lliu aotable pasBijia, liis uwii 

— WiQiiDw well lliia thoughl, anJ jau sLbU fiud 
Tia light as chaff [hat flies befdie (he wipd '. 

The mysteries o! the Trinity, of the Divinity of our Satiour, 
(ud of the real presence, are believed by the Cliurcti of Eag- 
liind, because the belief of tliat churali ia founded upou the 
•criplures, and ibe scriptures only. Dryden 'a error upon Ihii 
Jstler point lay in confounding tlie mystery of the resl presence 
iritli the figmeat of iransubBtanliKlion. 

But when Drydea wrote the lUligin Laiei, a strong sense of 
the mischiefs prodaced by saclariaaisni had prapared him for 
his subsequent cliange. In the ptefacB to lha,t poem, uftet 
showiag what were the real dau 









of the English Church. " Since the Bible," says he, "but 

business was not to be aaced, but to be damned by its conlenU. 
If we consider only them, better had it been for tlie Knglish 
nation that it bad siiil remained in the original Greek and 
Hebrew, or at least in the honest Latin of St. Jerome, thaa that 
■eieral texts in it abould have been prevaricated to the destrua- 
lion of ihalgoiemment whioh put it into so ungrateful bands. — 
Many of tbem who had be^n in France and Geneva brought 
back llie rigid opinions and imperious discipline of Calvin to 
graft upon our reformation, which ihongh they cunningly con- 
cealed at first, as w«ll knowing how nauseously that drug would 
go down in a lawful mouarcby whioli was prescribed for a rebel- 
lious commoa weal til, yet they always kept it in reserve; and 
were never wanting lo themselves either in court or parliament 
when Ihey bad any prospect of a numerous party of fauHtic 
members of the one. or the encauragemeal of any favourite in 
the other, whose covetousness was gaping at the patrimony of 
the church. — I'o their ignorance all things are wit which are 
abusive; but if church and state were made the Iheme, then 
the docloral degree of wit was to be taken at Biliiogagate ; even 
the most aaintlihe of the party, though they durst not excuse 
their contempt and vilifyine of the 



d grinned a 



with a pious E 



;, and called it 



It of God ngainst the bieitrcby. Thus sectaries wB 
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Dia^ see were bom nJlL tealh, foul-moDttied tind BcniriloiM 
from their infancy; and if spirilua! pride, penom. violence, 
contempt of superiora, and slander, had been the marks of 
orthodoi belief, the presbytery, and (be reat of our gtbiimaticR, 
whicb are tbeir spawn, were always tbe moat visible oburcb ia 
the Cbrisdan vot\i. 

" While we were papiats, our holy fatliet led us by pretend- 
ing aolhority out of the acripturea to depoee [irinces. Wbeu 
we fiboolf off hJB autbortty. tbe aectariea furnished EbemBelv^s 



I 



greateat aecnrity of governors, as ci 



Ives the 



since the refoimalioa has there waalecl a ie\l of their inter- 
preling to authorise a rebel. And it ie to be noted by the waj, 
that the doctrines of king-killing and deposing, which have 
be<ta taken up only by the worst party of tbe papistry, tbe 
moat frontleSB flailerera of the pope's authority, have been 
espoused, defended, and are still maintained by the whole bod; 
of nancanformists and republleaas. It is but dubbing thein- 
selves (be people of God, which it is tbe intereet of tb«ii 
preacliers to tell them tbey are, uid their own interest to be- 
lieve ; and after that they cannot dip into tbe Bible, bat one 
textorauuther will turn up fur their purpose; if tbey are under 
persecution, as they call it, then tbat ia a mark of tbeir electioa ; 
if tbey flourish, then God works miracles for iheir deliveranoe, 
and tbe aainls are to possess tbe earth."— frs/'nci Id ReUpf 



Tht pinckbick age of poelnj, p. 141. — ■■ Indeed it is not wilh- 
oal reason that poetry is now generally held in little esteem ; 
in general modem poetry deserves but little. Since tbe happy 
invention of printing this species of literature bas gradually 
sunk into disregard ; and the reason is obvious. Every dull 
pretender to the Muse finds means to get bis compositions, be 
they ever so bad, into print, and then the public is pestered 
with tliem, according to the various circumslaaces and defers 
of the author's neceasilies or vanity. It was otherwise among 
the ancients, who saw every thing iu manuscript. Nobody 
Id take the trouble of transcribing bad things, except their 
■utbors; and even they were under the leu! temptation of being 
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Iheit 



eipeose of paying otliers to do il for tliem. IB iluubtlfsB tli«y 

dlwajs Found it difficult enougb to get ibem alf at audi a price 

M would be deemed eijuiralent to the trouble or charge. Huooe 

it is tliat we bate so few bad books from tlie ancients, and 

lience it was tbat poetry acquired moro unJTersnl esleem and 

honour with Ibem tban it does witi na. TliPj aeldom met 

n>ilh any but the works of such excellent geniuses as to lliis day 

■re greatly rslued and admired. But in our later limes, so 

I large bas been fbe inundation of rbyming' trumpery from lbs 

L it>resa, that even Ibo name of a poet and of poetry are become 

I 'an cheap, so contemptible, and in some instances so abominable, 

F that a real fonius is often asbamed to be ranked among the 

' aona of Ihe Muses, ibongh in company even with Jtoiner, 

Horace, and Milton."— MwaA/y Reiiiew, vol. iv. ^oi. 1750, 

pp. SB, gp. 

Fin^'n years later (1765) the same jounial speaks of " tlie 

Iivid of poetasters with wbich (he pamphlet-shops, tlia Alnga- 

L noes, tlie Chronicles, the Evening I'osts, the Advertisers, the 

I Gasetleors, the Weekly Jouniala. and even tbe very Almanacks 

I are pestered. It is said a remedy has been found for the 

BpidemJesI distemper among the cattle; we are sorry that no 

one in this i^ostruiu-tnvenling age has yet discovered a cure 
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'e totally lost — to society.'^ 



•vol. I 






nfjiattry uui mude (Biy Id Ihe WMtieii rajmcily, p. 14!. 
— " Tbere is a great deal of cant in tbe styleof poetry, espenially 
of modem poetry. A set of epilhels, and figures, and phrases, 
which a certain set of versiGeis brint; in upon all occasions, in 
order to make out ibeir verses and prepare their rhymes, — if a 
poet hss got a ^ood stock of these, and a knack of applying 
them, and is not very solicitous about energj, consistency, or 
truth of sentiment, be may write verses with great ease and 
rapidity; but such verses are not read above once or twice, 
and are seldom or never temembaied." — Biallic. Forba'i L^fi, 
vol. iL p. 13. 

'< 1'liere are authors without one original power of the mind, 

" can pour out mecbsnical verses with an ineirbauatiblH vein. 

: an acute critic examine these verses, and be will trace with 

most unqualified certainty the echo of mere umrdt impressed 
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by the author's stady of original writers; to which words, 
from the use made of them, from the jumbled combination, and 
the utter want of any intelligible train of ideas, it will be de- 
monstrable that no distinct images or thoughts are affixed. It 
is possible that they may excite some confused activity in the 
writer's brains ; but the words are only suggested, and follow 
one another by some mechanical link. Or if we admit that they 
convey to the author's mind the ideas which they properly 
represent, still in such authors the words lead the thoughts, and 
not the thoughts the words. 

** There is scarce any class of writers more contemptible than 
these. All false pretence is always disgusting in itself; and 
doubly so, because it has a tendency to degrade what is true, 
by exposing it to be confounded with the false by the ignorant 
multitude." — Sir Egerton Brydges's Recollections of Foreign 
Travels t vol. i. p. 240. 

His taste had been ivfluenced by the set with which he associated 
in early life, p. 146. — Lloyd was manly enough to write and 
insert in his Magazine, in the form of an epistle to himself, a 
remonstrance upon this subject. 

I hate the stile that still defends 

Yourself, or praises all your friends. 

As if the club of wits was met 

To make eulogiums on the set. 

Say, must the town for ever hear. 

And no reviewer dare to sneer. 

Of Thornton's humour, Garrick's nature. 

And Colman's wit, and ChurchiU's satire t 

Churchill, who — let it not offend 

If I make free, though he's your friend ; 

And sure we cannot want excuse, 

When Churchill's named, for smart abuse ; — 

Churchill, who ever loves to raise 

On slander's dung his mushroom bays. 

The priest, I grant, has something clever, 

A something that will last for ever. 

Let him in part be made your pattern. 

Whose Muse, now queen, and now a slattern. 
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Trick'd out in Rosciad, rales the roast. 
Tarns trapes and trollop in the Ghost, 
By tarns both tickles us and warms. 
And drunk, or sober, has her charms. 

• • « 

And Colman too, that little sinner. 
That essay-weaver, drama-spinner, 
Too much the comic sock will use. 
For 'tis the law must find him shoes ; 
And thousrh he thinks on fame*s wide ocean 
He swims, and has a pretty motion. 
Inform him, Lloyd, for all his grin. 
That Harry Fielding holds his chin. 

Now higher soar, my Muse, and higher. 

To Bonnell Thornton, hight Esquire ; 

The only man to make us laugh, 

A very Peter Paragraph ; 

The grand conductor and adviser 

In Chronicle and Advertiser, 

Who still delights to run his rig 

On citizen and periwig. 

Good sense, I know, though dash'd with oddity. 

In Thornton is no scarce commodity : 

Much learning too, I can descry. 

Beneath his periwig doth lie. — 

I beg bis pardon ; I declare 

His grizzle's gone for greasy hair, 

"Which now the wag with ease can screw 

With dirty riband in a queue. 

But why neglect (his trade forsaking 

For scribbling and for merry-making,) 

With tye to overshade that brain 

Which might have shone in Warwick Lane? 

Why not, with spectacle on nose, 

In chariot lazily repose, 

A formal, pompous, deep physician. 

Himself a sign-post exhibition 1 

St, Jameses Mag, April, 1763, pp. 114, 115, 116. 
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Churchill, p. 160. — Heartily as Charchfll bated the Scotch, 
he was himself of the half-blood. This appears from a passage 
in the Prophecy of Famine, remarkable also for containing an 
unequivocal intimation that he had renounced not only his 
orders, but his belief. 

Once, be the hour accursed, accursed the place ! 
I ventured to blaspheme the chosen race. 
Into those traps, which men, call'd Patriots, laid. 
By specious arts unwarily betray 'd, 
Madly I leagtied agaiiut that sacred earth. 
Vile parricide! which gave a parent birth. 
But shall I meanly Error's path pursue, 
When heavenly Truth presents her friendly clue 1 
Once plunged in ill, shall I go farther in? 
To make the oath was rash -, to keep it, sin. 
Backward I tread the paths I trod before, 
And calm reflection hates what passion swore. 
Converted, (blessed are the souls which know 
Those pleasures which from true conversion flow. 
Whether to reason, who now rules my breast, 
Or to pure faith, like Littelton and West,) 
Past crimes to expiate, be my present aim 
To raise new trophies to the Scottish name. 

V. 217—234. 

Churchill's dislike of Pope, p. 164. — One of the most poetical 
passages in Gotham would have been disfigured by an expres- 
sion of this feeling, if he had not wisely struck out a couplet so 
ill in keeping with all that preceded and followed it. 

Farewell, ye Muses ! — though it cuts my heart. 
E'en to the quick, we must for ever part. 

When the fresh mom bade lusty Nature wake ; 
When the birds, sweetly twittering through the brake. 
Tune their soft pipes ; when from the neighboring bloom 
Sipping the dew, each zephyr stole perfume ; 
When all things with new vigour were inspired. 
And seem'd to say they never could be tired ; 
How often have we stray 'd, while sportive rhyme 
Deceived the way, and clipp'd the wings of Time, 
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O'er bill, o'er dale, lion oftea luigh'd to lee,— 
Yauiaelvea mads visible to none but me, — 
Thft clown, his nocks guBpended, gape and stare, 
Aad teem to think that I conTcracd with air. 
Wlien the aan, bealiDg on the parched soil, 
Seem'd tQ proclaim an iaterval of toil ; 
Wliea a faint laaguoc crept iLraugh every breast. 
And thinga most used to labour wisb'd for rest > 
How oftea underoeath a [ei'reod oak. 
Where safe, and Fearleai of tbe impioiu stroke, 
Some sacred Drjad lived: or in eome grove 
Where, with capricious Bngera, Fancy wove 
Her fairy bower, wliilst Nature all llje while 
' nockeriea with a smile, 



Have 



eheld ci 



Fast by tha ThameB, 
Amongst thoaa poeta which i 
And after death pour forth tl 



nspiring abade. 






a verse grown gray, 
am not impair'd, hcaril Diyden tune that lay 
Which might have drawn an angel from big gpberei 
And kept liim from his office lial'ning here, 

I When dreary Night, witli Morplieufl in ber train 
Led on by Silence to resume her reign. 
With darkaess covering, as witli a robe. 
The sieae of levity, blank 'd half tbe globe. 
How oft, eucLanted with your heaienly atiains, 
Wbicb stole me from myself, — wbicb in soft chains 
Uf music bound my soul, — bow oft have 1, 
Sounds mote than human Boating through the sky, 
Attentive sat, whilst Night, againat Iter will, 
Transporled with the harmony, stood still ', 
How oft in raptarea, which man scarce could bear, 
Have I, when gone, still thought tbe Muses there, 
Still heard their music, and as mule as death, 
Sal all Bltenlian, drew in siery breatb, 
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Lest, breathing all too radely, I should wound 
And mar that magic excellence of sound ; 
Then, sense returning with return of day, 
Have chid the night, which fled so fast away. 
Such my pursuits, and such my joys of yore. 
Such were my mates, but now my mates no more. 
Placed out of Envy's walk, (for £nvy, sure, 
Would never haunt the cottage of the poor, 
Would never stoop to wound my homespun lays,) 
With some few friends, and some small share of praise. 
Beneath oppression, undisturbed by strife. 
In peace I trod the humble vale of life. 

Gotham, b. iii. v. 389—448. 

Descriptive poetry, p. 175. — One who in Cowper*s days had 
seated himself in the seat of the critic, delivered an un&vour- 
able opinion of descriptive poems. ** That poetry," he said, 
" which is employed in rural description lies under many disad- 
vantages. Though there is a variety, there is, likewise, an 
uniformity in the works of nature, which renders it difficult to 
embellish such subjects with images that have not been exhibited 
by former writers. With regard to the moralising of rural 
paintings, it is almost always attended with quaintness and a 
forced manner ; — nor is it difficult to investigate the cause : all 
moral truths are of an abstracted nature, and when we attempt 
to illustrate them by objects of the senses, the transition from 
the natural simplicity of the latter to the refinement of the 
former, is incompatible with that ease which we expect to find 
in poetical descriptions, and interrupts that attention which we 
are always inclined to afford. The descriptive poet should 
leave the discovery of the moral to the sagacity of his readers ; 
by which means they will be flattered with the indulgence of 
their own penetration: and this a skilful writer may always 
effect, by rendering the moral conclusion obvious, without draw- 
ing it himself." — Monthly Review, vol. xxxvii. p. 16. 



iason composed his plays ttpim an artificial taodtl, and 
gcTgniii diclion, becauu he thought Shake^arf had prtclud 
hope i^ acelience in nnj oiherjana of drama, p. 177. 
How oft I cried, " Oh comB, tlioo tragic Queen i 

March from tliy Greeca with finn mBJealic tread. 
Such as wheD Atlicna saw ihee fill her scene, 

When Sophocte* thy choral Gracca led; 
Saw Ihy proud pall its purple lengih deioUe; 

Snw thee uplift the glittering dagger high ; 
Ponder, with Bied brow, thy deep resolve, 

Prepared to alrike, to triumph, and to die. 
Bring then to Brilain'a plain that chora) throng ; 

Display thy buakin'd pomp, thy golden lyie ; 
Give her hiatoric forma the aoul of aong. 

And mingla Attio art with Sharb3pi*h»'s fire !" 
" Ah, nbal, food boy, dost thou presume to claim V 

The Mtiee replied ; " niiataken suppliant, Imow, 
To light in SiiAKEATUnE's breast the daazling flame. 



Thym 



I if, from hia bright page 






LB engage, 

She spake ; and HareTi'ood'a towers apoutaoeous lOBe, 

Soft virgin warblings echoed Ihtougb llio grove ; 
And fair Elfhida pour'd forth all her woes, 

I'lie liaplesa pattern of connubial love. 
More awful acenea old Mona next display'd ; 

Her caveraa gloom'd, her forests waved on high. 
While flamed within their consecrated shade 

The genius ateru uf British liberty. 

Epiale (0 U«Td. 

Mum}i ingeriurwslii ciiij'essed that he woi loo much elated hi/ 
f<pahiT a]ip(a\ise, p. 177. 

Too long, alas, mj inexperienced yonlb. 

Misled by flattering Fortune's specious tale, 
Has left the rural reign of peace and Itulli, 

The huddling brook, cool cave, and whispering vale ; 
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Won to the worid, a candidate for praise, 

Yet, let me boast, by no ignoble art, 
Too oft the public ear baa heard my lays, 

Too much its vain applause- has toach'd my heart. 

Elegy vrritten in the Garden of a Friend, 1758. 

Mason's Elfrida and Cmractaeus represented with succesSt p. 177. 
— I saw them both, in my boyhood, at Bath and Bristol, and 
well remember Mrs. Siddons as Elfrida, before she appeared in 
London. 

" Elfrida," says the Monthly Review, (Dec. 1772,) " over- 
came all our common prejudices against the ancient form of 
tragedy, especially against the Chorus. Mr. Colman, therefore, 
deserves praise for introducing on the stage, under his direction, 
so elegant a performance : and as a proof of the skill and judge- 
ment with which he has endeavoured to render it a pleasing 
exhibition to every class of the spectators, we must add, for the 
information of our distant readers, that it hath been received 
with a much wanner, more general, and more lasting approba- 
tion than, perhaps, even the most sanguine admirers of the poem 
could have expected from a work which the author never intended 
for theatrical representation." 

Spenser depreciated, p. 179. 

Ye haunt not that licentious grove 
Where Spenser's desperate champions rove; 
Your chaste ear loves not to be told 
Of blatant Beasts, of dread Despair, 
With glaring eyes, with clotted hair, 
And brutal chivalries of old. 

Thus it is that Michael Wodhull blasphemes Spenser in an 
Ode to the Dryads ; and the Monthly Reviewers (Jan. 1764) 
were " glad to find that he agreed with them in disapproving the 
filthy images, and the loathsome, bloody allegories of the Faery 
Queen !" 

In an earlier volume this journal had praised Spenser, but 
called for a translation into modem English ! 

In reviewing an anonymous poem on the Seasons, in imitation 
of Spenser, (17dl,) the critic, who says that the author's imagi- 



oation glawB with a wtinatli superior to tlist uf Spdnsei, bas tJie 
fallowiog notable remsrki. 

" It the Biploded words which reniler the Eaglish wrilBra of 
Queen Etiiabetb'e days almost iimntelligible to the preaetit age, 
aicjustty etploded, ruid totally disused in BTery other branch of 
literature, why. ia the nHme of camman sense, are they every 
now and then raised from the dead by oar poets T Is the modern 
English, as it appears in the works or aa Addison, a Snifl, or a 
Bolingbroke, at all the notae for the want of such words sa 
ej'tsnons, valid, rerhlefi, mncket, eft, erst, and many Ihouaaiids 
aUll more barbarous, and very justly condemned to those glossa- I 
ries whepo they ought to rest in peace? If our author would 
give UB a good iranslatimi otSpeuser's wotts into modem Eng- ' 
lish, free from thosa unintelligible words and phrasaa, which to 
his misfortune, he wai obliged to use, we are persuaded that 
admirable poet would be read by maay wlio caoDot endure the 
unpoetical liarshness of his original language. Nor, indeed, is 
bis laboured stanza at alt agreeable to (huse wbo love taie in 
reading ; it is mere slavery lo many to preserve at once clear 
ideas of his sense, and of cbe mfchunwn, order, and Jingle of bis 
vemiiicalioo and rbyiooB." — May, 1751, p. 320. 

Pijpe'i fpic. p. 196.—" Under the tide of Alfred," it is aaid 
in the letter, more probably by an error in Cowper's recollec 
tion, than a printer's bold alteration of an unknown name to a 

Pope wrote an epic poem when tery young; it was in rhyme, 
and was called Alcander. He planned anotlier many years after- 
words upon the story of Geoffrey of Monmouth's Brntus; and 
this he meant lo he in blank verse, Cowper'a mistake seems lo 
have proceeded from a confused recollection of the name of the 
first, and the subject of the second ; tbe former began with Al, 
the latter was taken from our early liislory i and so he hit 
upon Alfred. 

A mora ludicrous error of aEsociation, occurring in a similar 

way, came tmder my own observation. Among the fout-fooled 

■cquaintuiae with whom I used to eti'hange a greetiug when 

we met, was a terrier, named Eaop. A friend who accompanied 

e often enough in my walks to notice the aaluiations that 
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Leilei- re/erred lu, p, ^84, 

, my dear madam, diig will meat you well, and safely 
nturnGd thus far on your joiuney. Though it will he a elaceie 
Vf leaauie to me to see you and dear Mr. Newton again, yet 1 beg 
you will not put yDurislvea to the least iDconTeaience or Iiuii; 
to reach home, till the mast fit and agreeable timp. The Lord 
is Tery gracious lo ns ; for cliough tlie cloud of afflictian atill 
hangs heavy on Mr. Cowper, yet be is quite calm and peraaad- 
tble in eitfry reaped. He Ims been for these few daya paat 
■nora open and communicatiie than heretorore. It ia amazing 
bow suhlilly the cruel adTeisary has worked upon him ; and 
wonderful to see how the Lord has fruatraled his wicked 
machinations; for though he has cot aaeo good to prevent Hm 
moat violent templatioas and distressing delusions, yet he has 
prevented the miEchieiuus effects the eoemy designed by them : 
a most marvellous Elury will tliia dear child of God have to 
rslale, when, by his Almighty power, he is set at liberty. A* 
nocbingsbort ufOmniputence could bavesupported him through 
Ibis sbarp affliction, so noibiog leas csa set bim free from it. I 
allow that means are, ia general, not only lawful but also expe- 
dient ; but in the present case, we must, I am convinced, advert 

and that the Lord Jehovah will bealoua eialied when the day 

I must beg the favour of yon to buy for me two pouuds of 
chocolate, half a pound or ten ounces of white siipennj worsted, 
half a dozen lemons, and two sets of knitting needles, nx in a 
set, one the finest that can be got, of iron and steel, the other a 
siie cDBTsor. Sally nor Judy know of my writing, else 1 am 
anie they would desire me to insert their duty. Pray presenl 
my affectionate remembrance to Mr. Newton, and my aincerg 
respects to Mr. and Mrs, Ptinder, and Miss Smith ; and believe 
me to be, my dearest madam, your truly affectionate and highly 

debted friend, 

Oct. 7,1773. M. UNWIN. 
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ignorance is found combiaed willi greal wickejnees. 7'he evil 
and deBert of 9in, and i<9 cerlain and letribJe consequences, un- I 
leas repented of and fareaken, ought doubtless to be inmsted m 



B, . 



ire and practice we we m 
•e fonn hard ihougbta of bim 



■late of aliena 
ind therefore do ai 



stall, because we know not bi» name, — hia trilo 
characler. The gospel tells us that God ii lone, and giies iliia 
aslonishing proof, that he gave his own Son to die for his eno- 
mies. Maay during sinners need not to be told that their atate 
ii dangerous ; they feel il, and tbe more the thought is pressed 
upon them, the more their enmity against God is indieasedj 
they know they can neither resist nor escape ; ibey bare nothing 
to bupe, but every thing to fear, aud therefore tliey bate him. 

" A friend of mine was desired to lisit a woman in prison ; 
he was infotraed ot her evil habits of life, and therefore spoke 
strongly of ibe terrors of (he Lord, and the curses of the law : 
she beard him awhile, and then laughed in bis face; upon [hia 
he changed his note, and spoke of llie Savioiir. and what he 
had dooe and suaetsd lor sinners. He had not talked long in 
this strain before iie saw a tear or two in her eyes ; at length 
she iaterrupted him by BRjinif, ' Why, sir. do yoa think tliera 
can bo any hope of mercy for toe?' He answered, ' Yea, if 
yoo feel your need of it, and are willing to seek it in God's 
appointed way. 1 am sure it is as free for yon as for myself.' 
She replied, ' Ah I if 1 had thought so, I should not hare been 
in this prison. I long since settled it ia my miod that 1 was 
utterly lost ; that 1 had sinned beyond all possibility of forgiiB' 

times, and when she weut away, (for she was transported,) be 
had good reason lo hope that she was truly converted. He 
gave me this relation more tban forty years ago, aod it has 
been. 1 hope, of some use to me through the course of my 
ministry. Christ crucified, is the wisdom and power of God." — 
Lenerfrom Mr. K.iclrm. Eobrrlit UJi of H. Mmn, yoi. O. 
II.7. 

In a letter to Mr. Thornton, be says, " To the best of my 
judgement, I preach a full Saviour, and a free Gospel. But the 
Lord's work here is ia such a Loe, that it is usually long before 
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Johnson has given maoy specimens, any one of which might 
jpsCify the assertion in my text. I insert here, as the most 
murkahle, the famous simily of the moonlight. 

As when in stillness of the silent night. 
As when the moon in all her lustre bright. 
As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night, 
O'er Heaven's clear azure sfceds her silver light ; 

pure spreads sacred 

As still in air the trembling lustre stood. 
And o'er its golden border shoots a flood ; 
When no loose gale disturbs the deep serene, 

not a breath 
And no dim cloud o'ercasts the solemn scene, 

not a 
Around her silver throne the planets glow, 
And stars unnumber'd trembling beams bestow ; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 
And stars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole ; 
Clear gleams of light o'er the dark trees are seen, 

o'er the daric trees a yellow sheds. 
O'er the dark trees a yellower green they shed, 

gleam 
verdure 
And tip with silver all the mountain heads, 

forest 
And tip with silver every mountain's head. 
The vallies open and the forests rise. 
The vales appear, the rocks in prospects rise. 
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise. 
All nature stands reveal'd before our eyes ; 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies. 
The conscious shepherd, joyful at the sight, 
Eyes the blue vault, and numbers every light. 
The conscious straitis refoicing at the sight, 

shepherds gazing with delight. 
Eye the blue vault, and bless the vivid light. 

glorious 
useful. 

Cowper must have smiled when he read his Aunt Madan's 
eologium on Pope in her Progress of Poetry. 
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Letter rrferred to, p. 224. 

TO MRS. NEWTON, AT MR. PR1NDER*8, NORTHA3IFTON. 

I HOPE, my dear madam» this will meet you well, and safely 
returned thus far on your journey. Though it will be a sincere 
pleasure to me to see you and dear Mr. Newton again, yet I beg 
you will not put yourselves to the least inconvenience or hurry 
to reach home, till the most fit and agreeable time. The Lord 
is very gracious to us ; for though the cloud of affliction still 
hangs heavy on Mr. Cowper, yet he is quite calm and persuad- 
able in every respect. He has been for these few days past 
more open and communicative than heretofore. It is amazing 
how subtilly the cruel adversary has worked upon him ; and 
wonderful to see how the Lord has frustrated his wicked 
machinations ; for though he has not seen good to prevent the 
most violent temptations and distressing delusions, yet he has 
prevented the mischievous effects the enemy designed by them : 
a most marvellous story will this dear child of God have to 
relate, when, by his Almigh^ power, he is set at liberty. As 
nothing short of Omnipotence could have supported him through 
this sharp affliction, so nothing less can set him free from it. I 
allow that means are, in general, not only lawful but also expe^ 
dieut ; but in the present case, we must, I am convinced, advert 
to our first sentiment, that this is a peculiar and exempt one, 
and that the Lord Jehovah will be -alone exalted when the day 
of deliverance comes. 

I must beg the favour of you to buy for me two pounds of 
chocolate, half a pound or ten ounces of white sixpenny worsted, 
half a dozen lemons, and two sets of knitting needles, six in a 
set, one the finest that can be got, of iron and steel, the other a 
size coarser. Sally nor Judy know of my writing, else I am 
sure they would desire me to insert their duty. Fray present 
my affectionate remembrance to Mr. Newton, and my sincere 
respects to Mr. and Mrs. Prinder, and Miss Smith ; and believe 
me to be, my dearest madam, your truly affectionate and highly 
indebted friend, 

Oct. 7, 1773. M. UNWIN. 



Mr, Newton saw the unfitness of fiery and sulphureous preaching, 
p. ^^56. — " Very alarming books are not the most suitable for 



ignorance is found combined wiiji greni wickeilnesa. 
and deaeit of sin, and its certain and terrible cooeeqa 
leu repented of and foraaken, ouglil doubllesn to he it 



God; 



. of liin 



: nil, bee. 
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e know not Lis 
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BstoniBhing proof, that he gave bia own Son to die for hii ene- 
mieB. Many daring tinnetaneed uotto be told lliat tlieiivlau 
is dangerouu ; tliey feel it, nod (be more tbe thougbt is preased 
upon ihtfin, (be more their enmity sgiiina( God is iooieased; 
they know they can oeither resiat nor escape; ibey liaie nothing 
to bogie, hut every thiog to fear, and therefore (hey hate him. 

" A friend of mioa was desired lo Tisil a woman in prison; 
ha waa ioformed of her evil habits of lii'e. and therefore spoke 
■trongly of the teiroia of the Lord, and the cursea of the lawi 
she beard him awhile, and then Isoghed io his face ; apon thi» 
he changed his note, and spoke of the Sarioor, aod what he 
had doae and sufteied for einaers. He had not talked long in 
tliis strain before he saw a tear or two in her eyea ; at length 
she inlerrupted him by saying, ' Why, sir, do yon think there 
can be any hope of mercy for meT He aoawered, ' 
yon feel your need of it, and lire willing to seek it i 
oppoioted way. I am sure it is as free for yon aa for myself.* 
She replied, ' Ah ! if I had thooght so, I should not hare been 
in this prison. I loog since eetlled it in my mind tliat I WM 
ntterly lost ; that I had sinned beyond all possibility of forgiTO- 
neas; and that made me desperate.' He viailed her lereral 
timea, and when slie went away, (for she was transported,) be 
had good reason lo hope that she waa iruly converted. He 
gave me this relation more than forty years ago, and it baa 
been, I hope, of some use to me through the course of my 
mhiiatrj, Christ crucified, is iha wisdom and power of God,"- 



Lelter 



r. Mr. JV™, 



KobtHt't Life af H. Moon, »ol. i. 



In a latter lo Mr. Thomtoo, be saya, " To the best of my 
judgement, I preach a full Saiiour. and a free Gospel. But tbe 
Lord's work liera is in such a hue, (bat it is usually long before 
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mj people can triiimph. I know no people (takem coUaedwiy ) 
more spiritoal and hamble, who let a higher rmlue npam dm 
meant of grace, walk more aflectionatelj towaida eacb ochv, 
and towards their minister, or give lets cause io the world to 
•peak eril of the way ; bat it is asoaJly a good while befiire they 
obtain a firm assurance, thongh, I bless God, they do obtain it 
gradually. Dear Mary Lambert, who I beliere could aiar the 
eoog in Isaiah xii. as stedfastly and joyfully as moat people 
upon earth, was fourteen years in much exercise and teoiiptatioB 
before the Lord turned her moaming into joy, thoogli aike was 
an earnest seeker, and an ezemplaxy walker, finon her fine 
awakening. Something like this is the experience of moat of 
them. It has been sometimes a trouble to me, that tbej luiTe 
been so slow to receire comfort ; but when I have seem tbeir 
simplicity, stedfastoess, and humility, and that the Lord brnm, in 
many instances, made the subsequent building of grace striking 
and glorious, in proportion to the time he employs in laying the 
foundation and giving them a deep sense of what is in their 
hearts, I have been more reconciled, and witting that He ahoold 
take his own method, as indeed He will, for He keeps the key 
of comfort in his own hand. Indeed I can seldom orimBph 
myself; but, blessed be his name, I have peace. I know whoai 
I have believed, and his Spirit bears witness with my con- 
science that I have no allowed pursuit, bat to serve him with 
my all, to obtain more of his image aod more of his presence. 
The much that I feel within me contrary to his will, though it 
does not prevent my confidence, makes me walk softly." 
Olney, Dec. 15, 1775. 

Cowper never lost sight of the original in his corrections, and 
Pope utterly disregarded it, p. 294.— When I was looking, says 
Spence, on his foul copy of the Iliad, and observing how very 
much it was corrected and interlined, he said, " 1 believe you 
will find, upon inquiry, that those parts which have been the 
most corrected, read the easiest."— Upon this Spence observes, 
" What a useful study ought it to be for a poet, m those parts 
that are changed to compare what was wnt first with the suc- 
cessive alterations, to learn his turns and arts in versificaUon, 
and to consider the reason why such and such an alteraUon 
was made."— P. 36. 
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Jobusoii bat given muatj fpecunciis, aoy one of which might 
0stify the Meertkm in my text* I incert here» as the most 
remarluibley the iamooe eiinil j of the moonlight. 

At when in ttilhieie of the nlent night. 
As when the n>oon in all her lostre bright. 
As when the moon, refalgent lamp of night, 
0*er Heaven's clear mure dtedt her tUver Hght ; 

pore wprenda sacred 

As still in air the trembling histre stood. 
And o*er its golden border shoots a flood ; 
When no loose gale distorbs the deep serene, 

not a breath 
And no dim clood o'ercasts the solemn scene, 

not a 
Around her silver throne the planets glow. 
And stars mraomber'd trembling beams bestow ; 
Aroond her throne the ririd planeto roll. 
And stars onnamber'd gild the glowing pole ; 
Clear gleams of light o'er the dark trees are seen, 

o'er the dark trees a yellow sheds. 
O'er the dark trees a yellower green they shed, 

gleam 
Terdore 
And tip with sUrer aD the wumntain heads, 

forest 
And tip with silrer ereiy moontain's head. 
The valfies open and the fvests rise. 
The Tales appear, the rocks in prospects rise. 
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise. 
All nature stands reveal*d b^ore our eyes ; 
A flood of gUny bursts from all the skies. 
The cooscioas shepherd, joyful at the sight. 
Eyes the hhae vault, and numbers every light. 
The CQSiscious swuins repHcing mi the ^ght, 

shepherds gazing with delight, 
Eye the bhie vault, and bless the vivid light. 

glorious 
useful. 

Cowper most have smiled when he read his Aunt Madan's 
eologium on Pope in her Progress of Poetry. 



I HDFE. my dear madam, Cbia will meet you well, and safely 
returned thua far on your journey. Though it ivill be a alnceie 
pleasura to me to aae you and dear Mr. Newton agaiu, yet 1 beg 
you will not put youraelTEa to the least inconTenieBce or huny 
to reach hams, till the most St and agreeable time. The IjiTii 



very graciona 



; Tor thoag 



the cloud 



BtiU 



heavy oa Mr. Conper, yet he is quite calm and persuad- 
able ia every res|>ect. He Iibs been foi these few days paat 
moie open and communicatire than heretofore. It ia amazing 
how subtilly the oruel adversary has worked upon him ; and 
wonderful to see haw the Lord has fruatraled his wicked 
machinationB ; for though he Las not seen good to prevent Iho 
moat violent temptations and distrCBsing delusions, yet he has 
prevented the mischievous elFects the enemy designed by them ; 
a most muvelloue story will this dear child of God have to 
relate, when, by hia Almighty power, he is set at liberty. Aa 
nothing short of Omnipotence could have supported him through 
this sharp affliction, so nothing less can set him free from it. I 
allow that means are. in general, not only lawful but also expe- 
dient ; hut in the presentcaae, we muBl, I am convinced, advert 
to our first sendmBtit, that ibis ia a peculiar and eiempl one, 
and that the Ijjrd Jehovali will be alone eialled wbeo the day 

I must heg the favour of you to buy for ma two pouuds of 
chocolate, half a pound or ten ounces of white aiipennj worsted, 



half a 



:ing nee 



set, one the finest that con be gi 
size cDBcser. Sally nni Judy know of my writing, else I am 
sure they would desire me to insert their duty. Pray present 
my afTeclionnle remembiance to Mr. Newton, and my siacere 
respects to Mr. and Mrs. Prinder, and Miss Smith ; and believe 
DM to be, my deareat madam, your truly affectionate and liiglily 



debted friend, 
Oct, 7, 1773, 



M, UNWIN. 
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ignorant folks, and eapecinlly, if, aa it generally die case, groBs 
ignoiani:e is found combined wjlli great wickedness. Tbe oiil 
and desert of sin, and ila certoin and terrible coneequences, ud- 
iess r«pented of aod foraaliea, ought doubtless to be insisted on ; 
bat it is tbe grace of tbe gospel tbu softens and wins tbe beait. 

" ' " in hard tbougbta of bim, and therefarr 



.of him 



■e koon 



cliaravter. The gospel tells as tiiul God is Ime, and gives I 
nstonialiiiig proof, that be gave bis own Son to die for his ei 
mien, Many daring sinners need not to be told that tbeii s( 
is dangerous ; tliejf feel it, aod tlie more the thought is pressed 
upon them, the more their enmity sgaiosl God is iucreased; 
Ihey know they can neither resiatnoreacspe; they have notbiug 
lo hope, but every thing to fear, and therefore they bate bim. 

" A friend of mine was desired to visit a woman in prison ; 
be WHS iafonned of her evil habits of life, and therefore spoke 
strongly of the terrors of tbe Lord, and tbe curses of the 1b 
she heard him awhile, aud then laogbed in his faoe; upon t 
he changed his note, and spoke of the Savioar, and what 
bad done sod snffeted for sinners. He had not talked long 
this strain before he saw a tear or two in her ejes ; at length 
sbe interrupted htm by saying, ' Wliy, air, do you tbiak there 
can be any hope of mercy for mo?' Ho nnewered, ' Yea, if 
you feel your need of it, and are wilting to seek it in God'a 
appointed way. I am sure it is as free for you at for myself.' 
She replied, ' Ah I it I had thought so, I ahould not have been 
ia this prison. I long since settled it in my mind that I was 
utterly lost ; that 1 had sinned beyond all possibiitty of forgiva- 
naas; and that madtt tne desperate.' Ue visited her sev 
times, aod when she went away, (for she was transported,) hs 
had good reasan to hope that she was truly converted. He 
gav« me Ibis relation more than forty years ago. and it has 
been, I hope, of some use to me through the course of my 
ministry, Christ crocified, is the wisdom and power of Cod,"- 
LittevjTmt Mr. A'euJinn, fiofitrlj'i Li/^B o/'H. Mnore, Toi. i 
P.J-. 

In a letter to Mr. ThomtOD, he saya. " To the best of my 
judgement, I preach a full Saviour, and a free Gospel. Hut 
Lord's work here is in such a line, that it ia usually long before 
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my people can triumph. I know no people (CakCD callecIJTely) 
more ^iritusl and humble, who set a higher vilue upon the 
raeam of %nce, wslk more BfiectionBlely lowarda each other, 
and towards their minister, or giie leas cause Lo the world to 
apeali etU of the way ; but it ii usually a good while before they 
obtain a firm BBsuraace, though, 1 bless God, tliey do obtain it 
gradually. Dear fllary Lambert, who I believe could sing the 
Cong in laaiah lii. as Biedfaatly and joyfully aa moat people 
upon earth, was fourteen yeara in much eierdae and temptatioB, 
before the Lord turned her mourning inio joy, though she was 
BQ eameit aeekor, and an eiemplary waiter, from her fint 
awakening, Somethiug like tide is the experience of most of 
thsm. It has been tatnetimes a trouble to me, that they have 
been BO alow to receive confurl ; hut wlieo 1 have aeen tbeii 
simplicity, stedfastuesa, and humility, aud that the Lord baa, in 
many iaataaces, made the subsequent huildiug of grace striking 
and gloHous. in proportion to the time he employa in laying the 
foundation otid giving ihem a deep senae of what is in their 
bearts, I hive been more reconciled, and williog that He should 
take his own method, aa indeed He will, for He keepa the key 
of comfort in his own liand. Indeed 1 cbji seldom triumph 
myself; hut, blesaed be his name, I hace peace. I know whom 



^ 



eved, E 



nee that 












my all, to obtain more of hii image and more of hia presence. 
The much that I feel within me contrary to his will, though it 
does not prevent my confidence, makes me walk softly." 
Olney, Dec IS, 1776. 

Cnuper tievtr lost sight i>f tie original in hii cnrrections, and 
Pi-ye utterly ditngitnted it, p. 194.— When I waa looking, says 
Spence, on his foul copy of tbe Iliad, and observing bow very 
much it waa eorreoted and interlined, he said, " 1 believe you 
will find, upon inquiry, that those parts which have been the 
moat corrected, read the easiesi.''^Upou this Science observes, 
" What B useful study ought it to be for a poet, in those parts 
that ace changed to compare what was nrlt first with the sue- 

and to consider the reaaon yihj such and BUcL an alteration 
waa made."— P. 36. 
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Johnson has given many specimens, any one of which might 
justify the assertion in my text. I insert here, as the most 
remarkahle, the famous simily of the moonlight. 

As when in stillness of the silent night. 
As when the moon in all her lustre bright. 
As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night, 
O'er Heaven's clear azure dieds her silver light ; 

pure spreads sacred 

As still in air the trembling lustre stood. 
And o'er its golden border shoots a flood ; 
When no loose gale disturbs the deep serene, 

not a breath 
And no dim cloud o'ercasts the solemn scene, 

not a 
Around her silver throne the planets glow. 
And stars unnumbered trembling beams bestow ; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 
And stars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole ; 
Clear gleams of light o^er the dark trees are seen, 

o'er the dark trees a yellow sheds. 
O'er the dark trees a yellower green they shed, 

gleam 
verdure 
And tip with silver all the mountain heads, 

forest 
And tip with silver every mountain's head. 
The vallies open and the forests rise. 
The vales appear, the rocks in prospects rise. 
I'hen shine tlie vales, the rocks in prospect rise. 
All nature stands reveal'd before our eyes ; 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies. 
The conscious shepherd, joyful at the sight, 
Eyes the blue vault, and numbers every light. 
The conscious swains rejoicing at the sight, 

shepherds gazing with delight. 
Eye the blue vault, and bless the vivid light. 

glorious 
useful. 

Cowper must have smiled when he read his Aunt Madan*s 
eologium on Pope in her Progress of Poetry. 
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SWEET MEAT HAS SOUR SAUCE: 

OR, 

THE SLAVE-TRADER IN THE DUMPS. 
Referred to p. 315. 

A TRADER I am to the African shore, 

Bat since that my trading is like to be o*er, 

I'll sing you a B(Hig that you ne'er heard before. 

Which nobody can deny, deny. 
Which nobody can deny. 

When I first heard the news it gave me a shock. 
Much nke what they call an electrical knock, 
And now I am going to sell off mj stock, 

Which nobody, &c. 

Tis a carious assortment of dainty regales, 
To tickle the Negroes with when the ship sails. 
Fine chains for tbe neck, and a cat with nine tails, 

Which nobody, &c. 

Here's supple-jack plenty, and store of rat-tan, 
That will wind itself round the sides of a man, 
As close as a hoop round a backet or can, 

Which nobody, &c. 

Here's padlocks and bolts, and screws for the thumbs, 
Tbat squeeze tbem so lovingly till the blood comes, 
They sweeten the temper like comfits or plums. 

Which nobody, &c. 

When a Negro his head from his victuals withdraws, 
And clenches his teeth and thrusts out his paws, 
Here's a notable engine to open his jaws, 

Which nobody, &c. 

Thus going to market, we kindly prepare 
A pretty black cargo of African ware, 
For what they must meet with when they get there. 

Which nobody, &c. 
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'T would do your heart good to see 'em below. 
Lie flat on tlieir backs all the way as we go, 
I^ike sprats on a gridiron, scores in a row, 

Which nobody, &c. 

But ah ! if in vain I have studied an art 
So gaiuful to me, all boasting apart, 
I tliink it will break my compassionate heart. 

Which nobody, &c. 

For oh ! how it enters my soul like an awl ! 
This pity, which some people self-pity call. 
Is sure the most heart-piercing pity of all. 

Which nobody, &c. 

So this is my song, as I told you before ; 
Come, buy off my stock, for 1 must no more 
Carry Caesars and Pompeys to Sugar-cane shore, 

Which nobody can deny, deny, 
Which nobody can deny. 
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